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ONE 


r k of bright- 
iggling, rather ahem trooped 
Chattering and oo ir gay sweaters, ily in possession 
coloured birds in the ing me he A wtei te store 
off to the canteen, leav floor of the big ne —sely the 
of the office on the ed as “advertising jon of haphazard 
where I was age whole Se eee me 
Most degrading idk had ae ae -_ 
ae woneere) : som pee chosen os my 
1a. . 
Oa had always ing ot more Sbruptly discharged 4 
nothing could have when I was a a reduction in 
future, or more secure, ine, but because was allowed to 
through no fault en and fig 1 Balp feeling io 
Personnel sagen d go. How could strous bad luc ' 
decide who shoul a d by such Ms on to the genera 
Srieved and epee! oe os have done wrong. 
Innocence Wes pon that one a to bring up a 
Public, dismissal m le waitress bribe ed down the tr : 
The grubby and, having ae ink in fron| 
morning tea aie varnish and co oe behind 
among pots of paint, in, banging the I picked up the 
of me, burst out aga ruined. career, the newspaper- 
Trying to forget 4 see printed dhe very hpi 
chipped cup; area “atetal Nich had divided my = 
traycloth, the pep which bright with the cer: 
Used at that — ‘a ail the first, 
into two distinc 
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tainty it was §00d to exist 
and more often by doubts 
living, 


} the other, darkened more 
as to whether it was worth 
n 


¥ 7 a 
Now, i these sordid Surroundings, I seemed to hav 
sunk so low that it was im 


print. 
e€ Situations Va 
unlucky, 
very soon [ 
Ministrator_o a man 
Start a new life on his count 
ical qualificatj 


heading 
» With the super- 


od omen; and, 
sure enough, 8 


“The Aq 
chance to 
No techn, 


was Teading; 
fers Of integrity the 
TY state in —_, 
d, but applicant 


ing to 
ill be expected to make himself useful according 
wi ee} a 
cee is Administrator in the yan se 
Speen aes discharged, he took Sela tals 
and, when I was | Salen boas is 
toe lta ip act of trust for i oa 
eel ae 7A, I suppose this was ¥ ct Sacha 
au ph ry he should come to edo la: 
fhat sehen seg the depths of on feb ac 
no = bee 4 ane Ns advertisement 
get FE a el t he still cared 
ee aiane and showed tha 
sbowemes i istence was 
“ra ie dark and troubled in oe es 
er ten ision of this memes these Baa 
hidden now by me ceased to work in  rineeaing 
had not met since ivid with passing pene pe ae 
a ogi Cat ie incorporated ~a till thought of 
sate enuine memories, I s Pee ait 
tinguishable from oe range absent pot or, whe 
him as my friend vane sare 
knew all about m el _ 
them i compat ches asking mipsel’ ee ports 
Pree al this time? I was ve Siem, 
tried to contact ea aanoe al hough, of 
et it aves the et ate 
thie ace holding me back . ie 
oe i hat the 
not to... tacinceaan ne piss 
But now a clock goa pone hurry Tscied om 
he eared he cece ented or, men- 
seat arn et sentences to the A 
hastily wrote a 
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» I set off 
hat P ; 
an abbey j “ evening, in 
the hi amous staj y in one , 
“rarchy of the hesrege ae wind of the suburbs, 
Y ho 
ee haaet than le, 
at a fool 4 wag nvenien 


Ows represented 


8° out one 


by one, till only a few far-off candles were left glimmer- 
ing like bunches of yellow flowers. 

It looked as if the abbey were about to be closed; but 
there was no one to ask; the great dark place seemed 
deserted. I could make out only a few dim coffin shapes, 
and, hanging from the black vault above, objects remind- 

sing me of the lolling tongues of giant dogs, which I 
took to be the flags of some old campaign. The possibility 
of getting shut in for the night almost made me turn 
back to the door. But, though I knew the sensible thing 
Was to go outside, I did not move, suddenly immobilized 
bya strange sensation. 

At was as though I had parted company all at once 
with my usual reasoning self, which had withdrawn into 
the shadows, leaving me no means of communicating 
with it; while another “I” took command, functioning 
at a different, more mysterious level, where all outer 
appearances were deceptive, and even the thoughts in 
my head shot with ambiguity. 

Meanwhile, accustomed to the darkness, my eyes could 
distinguish the geography of the aisles, and, hesitating 
no longer, I went into an adjoining side-chapel and 
looked up at the window. Its tall narrow pointed outline 
showed clearly, a spider’s web of black lines stretched 
Over the pale light from a street-lamp, which was not 
Strong enough to reveal the colours of the glass, or what 
1t represented. 

Still in that queer “other” state 
feel disappointed, before I receive 
danger, emanating, it seemed at first, fro 
meshes, which were trying to entangle me 
web. The next moment I realized that th 
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I scarcely had time to 
d an impression of 
m those black 
in their crafty 
e whole silent, 


solemn, Superstition-charged atmo, 


and antagonisti 
had lost their q 


Sphere of the abbey 
c. Even the clustering 
Prettiness, transformed 
confusing me by their 


» by the new 
8 €xcept a bribe 
handed over a 
not : 

us black ski Spare, Stowing them 


€ way home, I 


i i e must be 
‘ é hat my intelligenc n i: 
depressing idea tl : eating © 
ae rating sade wig: ato el 7 as Pe either 
verge aa agi i ne qeone catia? defect 
iri 7 suggested that si heaped 
spirit ee he es pressure of my unhapp 
was c 
ase k in gloom, I 
seen when, worn out ie yar Le AGE 
i If only si . 
dismal lodging. saling: this 
sway bat eet ything, and start afresh ee Adminis- 
an I perceived that I no yh a Nara se diicuidhout 
my rescue. I di n oy eee 
fiat I Ne did I want to ape ihe im both when 
oe “i - basdliney; But I was reminde or ohn packet 
Eee ft : renal and the card fell nn 1oebinig at the 
; i. varia I really thought J aosiorat It was an 
fa 7 fie Giea who had been al PF weted cone of thE 
illic of course. The card actually s opape ie mitt 
stained gas angels I'd gone to ark dioeht for this 
inspire me. 1 went on studying, as f the angelic face; 
ng the serene unearthly beauty ay saacmy catiy 
‘ i imultaneou ae 
and found, growing up simu i ee wid 
neler Gar resembled the a oe thoughts and 
Occupied such a singular place 1 


r rather, so more significant ¢ mnexion 
0 n 0) 

, some £ 
tions. O ath fi 


ious WO! 
: mysteriou 
ak sa ehow 
ist between the was someho 
of whi hi ea newly aware; where T are self, but in 
See with them, not in my a acl related 
that other identity outside my control, 
i intima- 
Bees d having already ae en the 
membere ‘ ough only 
ti ne econd secret existence, th : an Tatay fo 
pee this s oe ced cement oe 
orm of vague 
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i led 
the first time the other aspect of things had reveale 
itself fully, with i 


together; for 


€ dream world beyond, but not 
£ it completel y. 

pe still mi ee came from 
» my disappointment was overlaid 
forgetfulness; which came Casily in the flood of vs 
which Overwhelmed me, the hysteria of the pre 
sh mounted daily, leaving me each night 
ted to think. 


€ them ¢ 


00 seve; 
Suggested to me th: 


. . ious 
» Which, in some mysterio 
Seemed to b i 


Since the figures were 
ristmas morning, they 
€s until after the store 
* *A€ assistants told off 

Tesented being Kept late; it Was hardly sur- 
Prising that, j ir haste, and in the dark, they dropped 
One, ‘njuring the face quite Severe] 


to repair the damage that night. 


floor, I was about to start, 


k for Something she 
¥ Staying for a few minutes, 
ating with Mme 

vse 


“r my bad luck in_being 
'S_ particular e€venj w impossible it 
Would have been, | rl hea gone, to 


he typists, 
had forgotten, amazed 


here, where 
ite glad to stay her touch 
lly quite g! : being in ) 
explain that I conn af an illusion Le ms se since 
my work en other peop ecetealy ng 3 
with life and w OT oe due ella be 
d spoken to me of her imp ling down 
anyone ha ficiality of settling , 
X wealizen tie stoned me. ee the room, which 
words must have a restlessly voc to be alone = 
I wan 7 as stY bble ove 
to my work, uiet. It w : ight bu id 
seemed sae floating like i an ee 
this one lighted ies had engulfed ds had been noisily 
ca rege all day long, on ree been 
, i " e 
through whic -minute spending z unconsciously at 
surging in a last the window I in from looking : 
Now I came hae dno longer re shee and een 
idi mall, 
avoiding. Now ight windows, numer great or s 
bration, "t pretend 
all the other brig! £ which a cele I couldn't preter 
Stars, behind each o reparation. SL ok general ee 
Was in progress, a ties won fight was shut out. bes 
nob te Roow the m which I alone happiness to w 
Should | eget wo are nae for 
e forbi ntitle felt 
be he ie ne aaa hietins ie be done 
all o F liness thin 
A devastating aes soe that I oot 
oe feeling was sO u Shee open the w! to 
about it. Yet the i desperation, sing me ae 
do something, and, s if this woul ing forms in ms 
dow, leaning out one of those oe eld, the air . 
Someone . . . 4 = steps rang out outside was in = 
Street below. T * ce, for everythin - thicker than f 
like a slap in the = ‘enormous icic "Hardly elon 
stip of an iron eaves above me. H hoping to lean 
arm, hung from ued to lean out, alm 
the cold, I contin 
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€ want to rush 


t-by, and compel him to 
me by force? However, I had 


its Motive, a 


take notice of 
the sense to control the 
nd shutting the window, 


the feeling that this had been 

> happen, as ] Stooped to Collect the documents 
tray, Suddenly my lonely sadness had turned 
icipation; Something important was 


any myster 
Writing my 
a ave omit! 
the Sirls ha ei 


Y about the letter 


d: 
i sheet, I rea 
ing the single typewritten A ametre wi 
the er ie did in his town 
a i 
mer seni the work you : the associa- 
letter. He beicay iacwand 40 ceacuiy, 
library an ate 
i 7 strangely 
on to the end, I ee to have 
i in : 
Hurrying ts d; every important ee exclusively to 
oe i last sentences rela Be the main 
ay oa jean to the distant mee a aeaie otherwise 
oe as to: go—that was “il those detailed 
i ia be : been no need for : h the vagueness 
ave ‘, wit . 
there would contrasting oddly ewing the associa 
travel particulars, mend thee ects ren si ee pes 
ui m 
of the rest. Ae ae y library work, nee really far from 
toa na ian again, though =I y either, or when 
to act as a wareaid about iby 
clear. Not a wor — 
i too exc 
I was to start rine ” T thought aie eee alice 
“It doesn ee check any longer. lly is my friend! 
a 
ee ta oing, and that he re swamped by the 
except that I’m pie exhilaration te peady dees 
ent : a : 
But a mom training influence I nal 1 wondered 
mysterious res naccountable now, - to embark on the 
seemed quite ba a that I ought no scious superstition. 
this persistent ni fixicntnonts Of nicer!  . 
oo many misfortunes, hts, the prospect 
7 
Perhaps, after ti he of my th me aes 
ae i oer At any rate, : ; had absorbed me 
: c 
7 3 ie are of the problem, ee Returning now to 
se ae uter word. hock. 
ion of the @ leasant s 8 
ab aes I received an a face to face with 
my Kegan ase T aewtued to be 
Just for an in! , 


15 


the Administrat : 
or himself; the 
et P > the face y 
yet unspeakably different . . ; diel oo eae, : : 5 
e night- 


mare mutilati 
On of all hu A 
me that I was confr manity. When it dawned on 


I myself had stette ait Soy bee ee tact of Khiesangel 

back. “How dare ve aN Tay high spirits came flooding 

the image. “You yen BiVe te such a fright?” I said to 

morning!" can gtow yourself a new face by the 

repair the dama . It never occurred to me not to 
&e, and I now set to, and worked steadil 

, steadily, 


tical Survey, 


I i : 
erful that T decided I’d done all 


y bitter; 1 only 
Ssociations, 


avourites, ] 


one of them, would 


TWO 


I found I could just afford the cheapest rail ticket; 
flying was out of the question. As it was, I had so little 
cash left after paying my fare that I dared not engage a 
porter at the various stations where I had to change, 
but dragged my suitcase myself from one train to the 
next. It seemed to grow heavier each time I picked it 
up; and, as the long tiring journey went on, I became 
more and more thankful that it was my sole piece of 
luggage. 

I was standing among other 
of the many halts, when the statio 
on, drawing a startled exclamation 
looking middle-aged woman beside me, Her face, and 
that of her much younger companion, seemed vaguely 
familiar, and I wondered in passing where I could have 
Seen them. 

Night travel had always been something of an ordeal 
to me; and now, in my not very robust state of er 
worn down by continuous overwork, full of suppress¢ 
excitement and unacknowledged anxiety, I could scarcely 
drag my case on to the platform for what seemed the 
hundredth time, and being told I would have to wait, 
put it down, thankful for the brief rest. Almost immedi- 
ately then, I heard running steps, 2 soft bulky form 
cannoned into me from behind; I turned, and, with a 
faint sense of nightmare, recognize 
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weary travellers at one 
n lights suddenly came 
from a respectable 


d the elder of the 


two women I had already noticed, 


“Oh, I beg your pardon, sir,” she began at once, in a 
flurry of agitation. “But you went off so quickly... I 


“We... we were afraid of losing you altogether.” 
Losing me? What the hell do you mean?” | deman- 
ded, “Why are 


me, saying, 
angry with my mother . . . she didn't 

mean any harm , 2 

Everything “peared slightly distorted to me just then. 

I saw the Stati i : 

dedicated tot 

torily at the 4 


€ girl’s painted 
agile toy, decorative, 
which didn’t prevent 
80t a nerve, both of 


On our own 
he place we’ i 
- ver you did.” 
‘ : 
my e ME Me as a free Buide, eho» 7 said mechanically, 
Y €yes stil] On the @PProaching train 
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kj he same 
“Well, hy ott You! banedian to-ath justi 
ell, ! pee 
if we hadn’t been following, hea vb aceuen oP x 
d I was amuse: ” hinkine: of 
. dein cata, But I was incapable he feta Ie 
nis an one thing at a time am ae sulphurous air 
echox ies seated eae clanilad sn jocon oie bore 
ofthat or puis iene i ‘ mes I forgot the 
F o , 
inding slowly a ingle idea of 
i ah abe as head filled with the se adaney iss 
adi nee in the crowded train. I ae empty places, 
- ste th of it before discovering ‘bell began ringing 
ge which I hastily took, just as a 
to announce the train’s departure. horror, the door 
A last moment then, to A ome followers; 
At the VERY in burst my two unwe ins ieee 
Opened ie peed from behind be Fader. ‘Ag wel 
apparen Il over the . 
d parcels a ine fell into my lap, 
Seige ee aglomy magazine ria it to the 
re “f this were the very last grant out on to the 
sound, ishing I could push the p as so infuriated 
line sie dn do eka 7 He another com- 
ine. To adie @ : 
“For heaven's sake, tely after: 
that I a in, peace! a -s = 
en ag ashamed and — yee down to 
wards, fee don’ aie: ‘ 
id the eyes fixe der the seat, 
temper, - eee which had ee : coal She 
white he ‘ail shrilly retorted, “We'v 
° ith a 
here as you have! ffered her the paper w : 
T straightened up uae that she would make a scene, 
term 


imul- 
muttered apology, own rudeness. Si 


m ; ‘ 
and genuinely perp at ne Tak finding another sea 
taneously deciding tha’ 
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would be preferable 


to enduring recriminations for the 
Test of the 


journey, I began to collect my belongings 
hing about relieving them 
ce. To my amazement, the young woman 
» Smiling with perfect 

‘Oh, let’s forget it! You had 
@ grievance i 


T was too 
But, quite 


able to think of any reply. 
and, brin: 


Settled herself beside me, 


h dear! I'm 
before , ome again! I've never 


P at 
Weeks—__ 


i i apathy of 

Her doleful apprehensive voice a sielines = i 
apart cae ages to be a success and 
a eae 9) hee ep 

o . 
cae to school for the first time. tor eRe ee 
a ocess of reviving her spir 2 wed Gar, 
ine sien che started for home mee | 
i my , 

ea a ite diy wath roared lew alee 
secure once i seep a had len sleep, 
ce ee is see walking in imagination t oe os 
oe scree ie of a prosperous future, 0 
Pleasan 
the passing pope cain a te roused by people 

— a es legs and pushed pas 7 - had 
who stumbled ace irl told me to wake See 
in a loud a aie decane, ak ag rhe 
oe eee nines then, I was at pores i age 

ack to ise. So many people were : d I had come 
pie potas only gradually mee I had left 
ie on is é ifferent from the wi ae 
to a climate ee to be full cane ee 
eae already. And suddenly staleness 
the coma ce Se open, and the see deseo 
the corridor — panda up the exciting atmoxp : 
eines A porter appeared, an mpartment, 
ae seme all the luggage in the nal carry, 
‘Se ame ree window the cases he | ds effect of 
oon —e ; - one. This finally had t the object 
hee caer eerie In my concern ‘ate I at last 
Chat 3s dso ee Seer eames 
ime os pushed my way into t 
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+ but 
lazing down Out of a cloudless sky; bu 
‘urious flicker rq 


ae: e 

N over the brilliant face of th 

the Strong sunshine 
Sight, at the sam 


@Ppeared to wink. I — 
€ moment, of Press photographers mat 4 
their @PParatus, ang of my Suitcase, after which I — 
to the shi ting Pile o Uggage; but, burdened wit 
Coats, took s me time to Tetrieve it, W en I next looked 
Up, th ph tographe ere Posing a Stoup of civic 
Notabilities Wearing Symbols of Office, with some children 
who held a ba 


nner, on which Were the words, WEL- 
COME, Msg AIR DRESstn » Over my friend from 
the train, She had € sense to Prepare for the 
ved, and was looking 
™ a light summer dress, as 
€ cameras, 
ined the Presence of ay these people; 
Te in her nour, Course, I had never 
Teally believeg for an instant that th, 


€Y could have come 
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< Suddenly 
lightly mortified. ein 
to meet me; and yet at the whole cad fee pe 
I wanted to get ried stout ‘form, I ey press- 
the mother’s cate! off, pursued ete under 
the coat, then t me into ano 
man who i Saar cae one of hae But, though 
the impression by diving into a clo stay there more 
T escaped him by ash, didn’t dare in dy who might 
1 badly needed a : tae of missing any : Lamciges it 
than a minute, for e. However, when ~ person was 
have come ie tia that no = amine aay Ena 
was immediately ep had taken place d, its platforms 
Present. A clean isi pie quite deserted, the glittering 
absence, the station n. Far away eS was the 
lying blank in the @eitalshing pale. the station, 
rails converged, a arted train. And, val blank; except 
Pnly sign of the dep nshine were eet rocession was 
broad eiretches: OF i the tail end of t Sing about like 
where, in the ie the banner bo too—I was left 
vanishing into a it vanished 
a toy balloon; 7 i clattering 
standing there quite a at me ae the leaves 
Now the stillness Id hear the wind kes side of the 
jolting journey. 1 ron trees on the re sounds of 
Of some ied gras Ar ee immeasure- 
tation yard; the in ome from a aa differently, 
the town seemed “ soeeniie £0! see 7 impression of 
ably remote. pag I had an ake: train and the 
at the secret ‘eb hind, not just, by itself. The sun- 
having been left ery cn ses of blazing sun- 
People, but by ev the empty — on an ominous 
bleached Se dates £00) 
Shine, arid an 
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Strangeness, as of 
fully conscious of 
Tealities to exist 


incipient nightmare, Yet I was still 
the daytime world: and, for the two 
like this contemporaneously, seemed 
Most disconcerting. Since the everyday life of work, sleep, 
food, etc. had to 80 on, I'd accustomed myself to think- 
ing of the other 


€ station, I passed a 
iped umbrella, faded 
seller and her stall, She 
beings in all that sunny 


I reality, Everything see 


"I asked, envying her 
€r vision, as, without 


y, all of us in the town 
at Eagles’ Nest,” 


* SO that's 
Poken alo, 


€ told me, « 
know €verybody 


what it’s called see I 
ud, until the flower-seller 
24 


musing 
ho all along seemed to have found me — = 
Stee burst out eye eee cu nee 
kK beyond not to ied 
oes ca ta atk the directness of ae ao sa 
a copes never learned oo Bet sche 
an on Though I knew she didn’t eee Ae rte 
T Found er candid gaze somewhat xs oe 
ae K as no D 
imitati frankness w: cape 
oe ee cones ate, 1 Hope some ay 
vata e now I'll have to find gies aes 
ges ted Nest ~perhaps you can tell me 
to Eagles — ‘ 
" i.” Giving 
ee must take a taxl. 
Ms "s easy enough; yous reba neeatee 
me ae Wine A she added, “But I thought y 
: salad in,” I replied: 
ae a by ‘the same ier pie you 
: 0 . x “ 
ioe belacedly suspicious, neg 
ect me with the hair-dressing ia edettens, The 
ah ae from me. I was 
sfinettors was all the while es ee a iich, beatles 
i d of my , b 
Me a te | EA, iss continuously confused by 
eing dulle Reegteiareey 
the ieee of ae sae tee may, “sitting here, 1 
i far away, e ion,” and made 
o i ete what goes on at oe ote ey tant 
a te ie effort to collect myself, pe But the effect 
surprised ee A ndlineenited: the scene 
colder ora pen ing circle, with 
sia ye round me in a great mae cma 
the f erseller in the middle, her pane ere? a denies: 
rn daa Se ee Hie spot where 
“ ere wanted to get away from 
ment. As 


25 


the Photograph was bein 


g taken, I now wanted—but 
much more urgent] 


Y—to escape from this particular 


corner of the station yard, where I fancied the heat 
concentrated, intensifi 


Scented flowers . , , 


knowing what I 
a handful of miscellaneous objects 
out of my Pocket, chose one of the few remaining coins, 


» OF you’ 
The woma 


ut it, in the excite- 
8: “Look, here's a taxi coming!” 
Immediately I i i 
was impatient, longi et away. 
€ scene for lage oe 


d steadied itself, and I 
Owards the di 


the flower seller 

§0t wings—it won't fly 
6 UP, she planted herself right in front 
t pass, trying to make me accept 
Owers, which she said I had paid for, forc- 
n had been merely a sign 
Must have a button-hole,” 
26 


© coi 
Cast, you 


i i ite full-blown rose on my 
Bria tening a big white t mamropre! 
. yeaa oil have looked like a guest a 
apel, 
ing ing, 
wt did get hardly noticed what Lege tere ia 
os ‘ i i for 
ll-consuming anxiety, F ceunelt 
yee se Ran disaster would andi Laie 
this saaiaules taxi, now pulling a fe valli serORs 
ror, I saw a woman in a gr lee, SEINE 
i er deserted expanse of ee 
she oe to take it before I got there? seh ey Tapa 
The flower seller was still oneal Pa lone 
i e so that I couldn ‘ ibeger: 
rei aaah bear to be sees ee eS 
Obliv us of everything but my es itftws ther 
ores I put my hands on her hips, enema 
ee ale innit same impersonal a ven looking to 
or oo ™ Late Baie ee nine seized 
ek ae reacted to such eee tot aaa waly 
ity ce and rushed off, shouting, “Ta auennean a 
ae Hees y free hand, the case banging ag: 
waving m 2 
; I got no 
every step. £4 we eerie 
an in grey seem Saye eat 
i aie of her, she homer ge Sea the 
i nd drenched wi pal it calling 
when, panting a itcase inside and fell in ae a a 
has oer Nest” with what seemed li 
out “Eagles 
breath. 
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THREE 


The taxi Started to Move, 


‘ : : se 
Sprawling on the seat, Practically in a state of collapse, 
T reac! 


back ang slam the door I'd left 


Was feeling more dead than 
» I also Noticed that he was Watching me in oe 
i ” NOt wanting him to think there was 
n& Managed to Cave myself up into a 
ional sitting posture. After this, some more 
ed before y Tecovered sufficiently to pr 
any interest in where we Were going. But, when I di 
1 » the Teath-taking strangeness of the view 

immediately Made m, Orget my exhaustion, 
én left behind. I confronted 
of primitive wildness, a huge Savage vista of 

Tocks and 01 i 


“NS, quite unlike anything I had ever 
el ad, now Startin, UP into the foothills, was 
Visible jn 


less climbin, loops far ahead, winding its 
Way throy h 


2 wilderness of Weird crags, their shapes 
yond belief, all sear, 


€d to the Same fierce lion 
lazi Tything was arid, inhuman, 
“normous id » like a scene from some earlier 
h Planet’s lon life. Instead of softening heat 
‘aze, a d electricay shi. 
and i 


felt 7 could have put out my hand and touched the 
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; ble 
isi i oe Soe ee aoe 
ee age ges fosting in the tan mabe at 
is a, es was to be seen Weheepel recti- 
Beyond them, idding outline, flat-topy as if 
ge me fing peplibssnerne: 
Marat gy ball sky; crowding one ni a monstrous 
Ratna ne “ak of vast skyscrapers, uo There was 
= Se onl mal coffins stood up el these angular 
cemetery of co Hiatnaly strange abou hes arrsintions wb 
ree Rak ins, so different from tl eming to have 
identical mounta’ Bias I knew, and inte range 
the snow-capped m hey stretched away to iveness, over- 
“heat en, eee in their impressi 
beyond Se eon of dead rock. s only rock: boulders 
Peres ie nd too there wa in imitation of every 
—— meng te zied confusion, in a chaos of the 
heaped up in oa elegans form, tiad. aivexhibe 
imagineable sobs ene, the horrific, the ican neni 
8rotesque, the obsc - producing an Teould hardly 
Ban cok nied pened condition; dinary bizarre 
effect on me - poe d by the extraor 
bs a hea oe lifeless stone. inly not very normal 
ae f mind was certa’ d been travelling 
My own ae oS ew whether I ha «ae scenery at 
Ae 2 badly os and this rapes i I had not 
for hours, days or = alist made me i stare ots 
the end of my x ee on a place for 1 Adeainietcater's 
come. I thought nie induced the A inne one 
pei. Helo 2 hes home in this a a ar I saw 
ancestors to make ar lee ea oe tag ee, oe 
= i = animals. Only a nes we passed 
a (crneaiae to the screes, t 
Uushes clun, 


29 


for ¢) 
confusingly fa he green 
like Summits 


; ght glimpses of 
’ elaborately fed fruits; ang Presently gardens 

ith great b nks of 
C Masses of colour, such as ] thal Haver 


before seen. Numbers of dark skinned peasants ip aie 
work here; but these human beings seemed oe 
tant, their presence made less pe aap OT egieacak 
the abundance of water, everywhere Ruel te ic rand 
which, because of the burnt-up cog md ne 
seemed to acquire a mystical character; a deo ee 
of its own, instead of passively reflecting atsieun alle anes 
“Well, what do you think of it?” the pala a 
startling me out of my waraiusedl Thoughts sie ae 
Not satisfied by my “Magnificent,” the is aig iad 
“These gardens are world-famous—peop of cere tke 
ands of miles to see them . . .” I could “ae tes allowed 
but said nothing, partly because I foes interruption; 
to form my own impressions without ble sweetness, 
Fae one cl a veo Se ead fos heavy and 
which was ash hoary sane oy OS white velvet 
numb—it came, I fancied, from the rte ee a wall 
trumpets of a creeper in full bloom which c 
we were passing. ind. The 
It was : relict when the perfume was epee 
taxi had turned another comets a hes fortification. 
us a huge mass of rock looming up like the mountain 
Presumably having broken away from nother of the 
beyond. That it could be anything but ii entered my 
Strange stone travesties of the region <4 Jes’ Nest!” 
head, until the taxi man announced, 8) 
and pulled up in front of it. . may 
ot nae couldn't really believe I Pe aan 
destination. For some time I ent ee = a 
slightly feverish, and today’s events ha nd the everyday 
ee nS ee ce Hecate 
Plane intermingling, had created a qu 
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: Y human beings... still &azing dubiously at 
this dark entry, I told myself, “So I've actually got 
here...” 


: as though I had never really expected to 
arrive, 


at did come, was a curious 
unlike an optical illusion; as 


thus formed 


been condemned, My dreams 
» here 


ah or anywhere else, Then ee 
; 8ain, I was t ne 
; if anything bed not sure what had happe 


Y counting coins 
d, I was gratified to 
he right number of 
€ so, I stepped back, 
© withdrawn and the car 
-neith these things happened. 
Voice said: “What about the tip?” 
much by the unexpected- 
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t I myself 
ness of the disagreeable ‘ees, aay Le oe selva 
i looked this point. Glancing ely canal 
‘ee La ig emed not to have seen a he was the 
face, “en .¢ as still more taken aback: : phen 
on eae het and, garnished by a oT hastily 
mat ol ee 4 theatrical-seeming that dering i 
aa. Sra ena of embarrassment, eae and 
rps imagined it. To nar sandiego 
carefully went through pl lly pulled inside-out, 
kets, one of which I finally p he walante 
ie Pe a a “I'm afraid you're going to es sec, 
with the wor i? maperienioeed yourself that <igso 
ne rie ant . ” Lsaid this sarin do, 
Secerla slightly, because, | au other line of 
to behave naturally seemed as goo _ 
conduct. a wandering breeze broug 
How lot ie ena . . its potency ee 
eae rh across the face of my ot thought, 
ke riba beens be flowers again oe eaoustenha, 
oe ae ae at: the taxt "spent way, 
whee was starting to pear an octopus. With 
Waving to and fro like the tentacle henomenon was due 
midden alarm, I realized that this p tness ... if only a 
t slight sensation of fain loying sweetness 
ote ind would dispel the clo} met cass Ah 
a ete seemed almost as aed mies 
Mm the air ..: our was stea 
SoalRiry ek sess act lela ap pad poten 
ia mn ii suitcase, letting my. fc saltiness 
: or down aries but without losing con 
ward into my ? 
altogether, 
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: ing 
Somewhere far Overhead I heard voices trumpeting 
++ I knew I was still 


between the entrance to Eagles 
Nest and the taxi... the driver of which was a 
to a man, wearing a butler’s black coat, who hai 
appeared in the doorway: “—__tore up as if the police 
were after him, © to drive him here,” were 
the words I heard, 
“Then you can 


drawled ironically, moving as if to 
shut the door and . Whereupon the 
Protesting that he, a poor 
xpected to drive people about the 
hing, and that 1 was probably 4 
inal, who would slit his throat and leave 
ditch, while I drove off in the car to 
crimes, 
look very dangerous at the moment,” the 
ly, Immediate]. 
» and gl 


Perpetrate further 
“He doesn’t 
butler saiq dri 


“There, you see 
+." The contemp- 
air... Thad been 


a 


, letely that I 
Ities so comp ‘a th 
trol of my facu ? Again the 
Had I lost con ive in without a pe eee box of 
was ne bt my eye, like aaron finished off by 
moustache F let myse d 
ng to tor, an 
ka Bee cometh a tenth-rate ac 
this preciou ‘ . dly and 
a i a oe en ane ae 
“The letter looked a 
hearers ht to be 
a hat both my my rig 
eae Iareirtern SINE that I could kes Lets alle 
he . at feeling through a as secretary's letter, 
ee ed the upper hand . . . T ewhere . . .” Lhad 
pes to come . . I've got i Fe wracits d the butler 
tel ang Me ion of seeing that I'd disc advantage, for 
the a But I couldn’t press my everything was 
ome me again coming over “ee ee head a con- 
di darkening . . - an ested that the train 
oe Ahir ing, pounding, sugg skull. Struggling 
sae et revolving around ahh I fixed my eyes 
ig a my escaping consciousness, which seemed 
ie the iedeen sted form pao is black +3 4 “Wibieh : 
‘ ure, als: tative o 
he ty f i ries eee eas ine as the represen 
ad faced on istinct 
‘ distinc! 
hostile authority. er never became 0's t 
k-robed verg' the distan' 
_ Though the —— carried back ate be . + they 
ry, nm 
bee eit aes of the angels y epee en dark... 
: ig Il about me in the incen st at hand, as if 
tae still invisible, they T might be able to open. 
ith tside a door that I mig! d powerful impres- 
Bat, ae me time, the strange an tl endured, even 
ut, at the sai Jes’ Nest s 5 hes. 
. me by Eag’ ight’s thinning meshes, 
ing . an arhwondl night's th 
semi-con! : 
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as the other: d lance 
left celestial brightness for rue re 


. searching 
‘ > igures; the taxi; the house . . - 
all the daytime objects sy i 


ng compatible 
unmistakeable face of my lumin- 
Suddenly I saw the link, everything 
moment, and ;. slipped Perfectly into Place. At this 

: ntal state, I seemed to 
uth; though whether it 
€ in other circumstances, 
certain to me, even then. 


‘Ous tr 
sam, 
> Was un, 
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p lained by 
For the present, at any vate, Greryehiny ta wave of 
For . a 
the pit eons “They are one nie ‘d and patron stand- 
wonderful happiness, seeing my ae hter than the sun- 
ing there in celestial splendour, 7 such certainty 
iti had com : i 
shine. The recognition have known 
ee pei <— eu 2 seaes 2 orarily inacces- 
I 1 the knowledge had been temp 
all along; - 
sible, that was all. . hing but my vision. 
; th anything i 
nothing to do wi imnveterious 
I Pela happy, rapt, as I gered nes — per- 
ae ao of all my dream- 
ion i f he 
i GE BEYPISNEENS ce from ¢t 
ange * couldn’t ge Sy rater te 
material lane, growing all the time notes. Against my 
forci Sees trivialities on my oping to retrieve 
ill L ade aware of the butler stoop eared to have 
a Gvtreoaedinrn the ground, where it ps pat, as if to 
fallen giving it an gee nee hee And the more 
ke to his m: the 
st, as he spoke elonged, 
move rps re to which the as i oe ae 
si to} of the angel . . . which — 14 lost aiutie 
Ss I saw un 
i reece illiance 
eper into the m j h a bril 
ie qealteenen only the eyes, pg See to the 
almost frightening, continued to bea 
a ace . é 
Presence within. it was directed upon m 
But this brilliance, now that it ight’s beam, coming 
h d the bli ding effect of a searchlig - no longer felt 
i the Sane ae kind of sureness. deh vowitae 
sure. ora Thad seen, or of what I faye Why was [ 
the lean a eae hl tb piled fool? Sroka aie 
i m 
iti re gaping at hi ond me, an 
Sie ae a es os the effort was bey: 
eak, to E 
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rd 
T had to abandon it. As if from a long way off, I hea 
the Well-remembered i 


te aeoz 
Voice interrupt the butler’s st y 
with a sharp note of authority; 

“Never mind that 


how absurd | 
eling ashamed, 


ything more. 
Y to the Strong arms of 


knew 
must look, I gi 
But I was too : 
I surrendered my 


my supporters, hear- 

Strator’s indulgent Voice say: “In you a 

you Be eeablelooking fellow,” as they steered m 
through dark orch, 
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FOUR 


2 of shame, 
d the feeling ma 
1 ostpone I woke fro: 
Weakness bad md Paes as tine Sed made in my 
which struck on an appalling start hought that came 
long sleep. Wha life, was the fical : If only I could 
new job, rd oo fomeat Of mee go back, and 
in the v ede a « 
= es do all that had hah ee sleep had done 
somehow undo But the hours of ie I told myself 
begin again... rd resolute commonsen: regretting what 
= ogee pe to waste one’s os : 
that it was ltered. taken 
t bea , I was 
was done and ie na my Sealer gi room; every: 
Sitting up Sie magnificence 0} ain bedrooms of 
; m. 
aback by panne one of ne important guests 
fee me a adnet to be i librarian’s use. | 
the house, des nd for lendour. 
; inly far too Branesy such slendo 
BES cparlaree J ET ns cnt bane Cop 
ent aoe oer the servants mu: retending to be 
But I told mysel they came to, ere from the 
me in the first = my attention to t the higher slopes 
Teassured, turne I was, I could see rays showered 
Window. From prea many revolving ie in a mellow 
of the ed oe flowers and leav ; 
their bright dro this too 
ee ee coe aS alee es alle were dis- 
e : 
ne ee 4 Y Atenas ae r, and, immediately 
found pr sensation of hunger, 
‘acted, first by a 
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er 
‘ re matt 

‘ forgetting how such details are often a me 

of staff routine, I say 


absolute ¢, 
the time [ 


All 
ut this wonde 


Tful caref, 
mouthful: and 


Ttainties I did not wish to 
distinct reluctance to penetrate pe 
nknown house, and, to put off th 
NEEL, Went to look out of the window. 


Of setting: but its ipsa 
eights of the garden, struck rain. 


he sun Was on the Point 
Tays stil] Bilded the h 
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d pierced burning 
ane Pe lower 
: showers, . he slopes i 
moving Png oe ee its 
bows from the hade already ee a ene yet as 
holes in the pclae of the scene és I found that fhe 
au ble: d ’s height, 
down, The bei eetes agreea the window's h an 
impact was nat as charmed Sate something 2 
Ci a : wn ily turn 
Fepelled..as ‘w king dov ight easily 
: seemed a oe a dream eee yet Lyre 
dream; ond ¥ : siniste 
fabulous as a lovely bey faintly 
2 was : ven -eS- 
a nightmare. It 2 and alstuitong —°4 the same sugg d- 
someching Strang stillness, ee is mountain co 
its utter i in ing e 
Forge na pant so alcapngerd Seatenifor ets 
i if € ices. 
tion of lifeless drawn to the w ds, no voices. On 4 
es were -d no birds, its fugitiv 
Scape. My ey, ive. I hear eaving it ne 
seemed really aha incessantly, + hed the impress its 
the water whisper air, Suddenly sa see a 
patterns on empty re something aan were a ape 
that I was ged the sunset ra easants I ha back 
own perfection, as emembered the ae to bring” a 
embalming fluid. * it quite cs was a sterility 0s- 
at work, but foun imagination. = that made it ee, 
* in m n ‘5 t 
lei cy male of the sce nd talking ou icture, 
the excessive per saanié Janghing & was like a p a 
sible to a ag ers. The gan : further sao 
or picking the esa ossibility © f the mountal 
finalized, and beyon ¢ monstrosities - dis- 
the ston Se eS ee. hee SUN 
4a is dead as no less mon ddenness, t iyeold; 
and, in its way, of abrupt i room, sudden heen 
ae ffect o the the ti 
With an e d back t hat was 
e ” Wh: ‘ om. 
appeared, and I turn I got dressed. o clock in the of the 
thinking, “It’s time ec ee totes ani atber “pat atlas 
My watch had stopp to activities 1 ently unbrea 
No sound gave a ee and appar 
: a 
house. Silence, 
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ete like a transparent dome. I began to 
pullin ai opening the enormous cupboards. 
Bou dtewerny but everything seemed to have been 


taken away. I £ 
; - 4 found only hanger. i 
S 
In the sweet-smelli ng y gers and aromatic sachets 


‘ cedar-lined cl 
have hidden : osets, large enough to 
with ease, a horse and rider and all their equipment 
The obvio : i 
was us thing was to Ting the bell; but the butler 


Te to have put th 
Laide feo) T Oe 


had occurred 
immediately ie I presented my side of the case 
drink » ldea that [ had , 

Would become fixed arrived the worse for 


Jn the minds of all concerned. 


umilij 
Senuine, as 


meekly clasped, he explained laboriously that the clothes 
had been taken away to be cleaned and pressed, and 
would be brought back in the morning. 

“In the morning!” I exclaimed, disconcerted. “What 
am I going to wear now?” _ 

As the man evidently took this for a rebuke, beginning 
a nervous apology, I smiled and said jokingly: “You 
don’t expect me to go down in my pyjamas, do you? 
His downcast mien had already made me uncomfortable 
and I only wanted to reassure him. 

“The master thought you would dine up here,” the 
valet answered, unsmiling, in the same humble way as 
before. “He thought you would be too tired to come 
downstairs.” Having spoken these words much more 
clearly, as if he had memorized them, he went away; 
returning immediately with a trolley on which a light 
Supper was laid out. 

I was no longer hungry, and only swallowed a few 
mouthfuls when he left me alone. I felt too worried and 
anxious to eat, It had occurred to me that the Adminis- 
trator might be deliberately confining me to my room, 
afraid I would disgrace myself again, perhaps before 
visitors this time. Troubled and uncertain, I began 
Pacing up and down; at one moment glad I need not 
appear; the next, feeling that my prestige was being 
damaged irreparably while I stayed up here. Ought I to 
insist on going down? My head ached with the burden 
of indecision. “I’ll wait till the man comes back for the 
trolley, and then get him to ask the Administrator to 
see me later on.” This seemed a reasonable compromise, 
on which it was permissible to lie down and relax. 
I only meant to shut my eyes for a few moments, 
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but almost a 
t on ai 
T next woke ce I again fell fast asleep. 


Several hours, T) eas Impression of having slept 
i € trolley had gone; and, in addition to 
not immediate] 7 seed different in a way I could 
losing all hope : f ene. Vexed with myself for thus 
§ot up and ai sceing my patron before morning, 1 
a wave of the exon go eeessly to the window. But here 

XOtic flower perfume met me, oppressively 


Sweet, and Temindi d 
? emindin me nte 
ing of those power fully scent 


flowers which, at fun 


er: : 
he black, liemauae re the odours of corruption. 
Seemed funereal too; t €d masses of foliage outside 


cataf: ; he whole ni 
Nowe Upon which | tumed ny or amas pee 
3 ack, 
before, p os a picture I hadn’t noticed 
ark colours; in cm Te f 
mp I : + In the dim light ©! 
P I couldn't even make out what it was 


a nois 


° Set the 
It was, T Ja. 


Coming j 
ss I decided per my dreams: at a moment 
Study it closely first thing in 
Toad dayli 
make oy aylight 
t anythin, » however, ; . 
» IC w. Oo 
S more than that it was ae = a 
rait. 
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Sombre rich background colours seemed to obscure the 


outline of the face, which was further obscured by an 
as though it were behind a veil. 


intricate tracery of lines, 5 
revealing a 


For an instant the sun rested upon it. . - 
luminous high-cheek-boned face that seemed strangely 
familiar, startling me like a shout, although it belonged 
to no human being. Then the sunlight moved on; my 
angle of vision altered; I was confronting the face which 
had looked up at me so startlingly from the verger s 
card . . . it startled me again now. For a second I felt 
the shadow of something hugely significant and myster- 
ious. But then the situation returned to the daytime 
level. Out of my confused impressions there was left only 
the resemblance to the face of the stained-glass window; 
Which wasn’t particularly remarkable, since these win- 
dows were very well-known—reproductions of them were 
to be found everywhere. 
Vaguely annoyed with myse 
Portents where none existed, I was glad to 
by the arrival of the valet with my clothes. In an attempt 
‘o establish friendly relations, I asked the man’s ee: 
and was told “Upjohn,” in a voice that anon 
further advances, The peasant seemed less oe : 
than ever this morning; either he was a surly fel = 
the language was really beyond him. Anyhow, I} soo 
Sent him away. 
Although ae more self-possessed now a I se 
Clean, rested and decently dressed; although I tol eae 
it was absurd; I still experienced a sense of bese 
On leaving my room, more as if I were reconnoi a8 
nemy territory than exploring the house that pt abe 
™y home. Knowing that I was carly, as I follo 
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lf for seeing signs and 
be distracted 


Upjohn’s directions, I w 
intentionally slowly, 
object that caught m 
The house might h 
watch showed that j 
along, feeling rather like a new boy at a public school, 
afraid of accidentally yj 

behaviour, | mustn’t b 
to be Precisely punct 


define. The Staircase descen- 


» Gazing at the precious 
nt me. As in the grounds, 
ct of the unexpected—of 
8 about the exterior of the 
€ from the buttresses and 
’ Save a hint of all these 
impression I received was 
» The Priceless contents of 
Not seem meant for use; they were on 
> alTanged in accordance with an 
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hin 


E . ded the 
decorative scheme, which even ieee 
abstract deco loom so perfect it appear: seam the 
flowers—each npr bent with exact ae he ae 
the stems wire calculated positions. ogee = nine 
formal vases in religious building, the sc maally still 
Pseneagrl iG vy as incense in the et coul 
ee ne ich es seemed to me! rae freezing, 
eres per it had been sterilized by 
and clean, as t 
as well as deprived of pagienae of my name, : 
Suddenly I jumped at the sou ks of treasures tha 
the bewildering ran he unobtrusively- 
about among ble at first to locate the eas 
filled the hall, cast who, a moment pee ears 
3 . 
a i the dining room. bet 2 of her white- 
panying me into the extreme simplic A ner aiodest 
met eres which, combined wit like effect of 
collared grey at ced an almost ques at a table 
petal te um, Sitting opposite spl, T couldn't 
sasulety a presale to seat twenty De ao eve unim- 
ees inwardly at the oe of so much gran- 
Pressive selves, stranded in the 
deur, 
My companion, 


looking 


myself 

once she'd ee ee nai ae a 
e 

from the dishes gee PONE be, = aoe 
Say, I wondered 0 judge by her “aa ge oni Now 
her silence, whic h r of shyness or lack o ect “wast Tis 
Not the result an that her demure wee had the 
at were very bright, an 


£ 
sants; so out 0 
; ion of all the pea I began to 
eee hate ct dap aeetly of her dress that unsuitable 
€eping wi 


the 
enable her to play 
See it as put on to 
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part of a ker; wi i 
Quaker; with which these open glances were 


had, in fact, a boldness which, 


started to make nd she still said nothing else, 
iaiaes me a trifle uncomfortable. 1 couldn't 


T thought, amused. At the same 


pathy, she replied 
the house-secretary.” 
her thought-reading, 


“So it Wai you——” 


, 
» ON th ° me,” but, on second 
the defensive, 
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“I’ve got a message for you,” the girl told me, after a 
moment. But, still unwilling to give up her advantage, 
she tormented me by another long pause; until, unable 
to maintain any longer an air of indifference to her 
teasing, I was forced to ask what the message was, and 


who had sent it. 
“It’s from the Administrator, of course.” This she 


brought out with something of the triumph of a child 
playing a practical joke on an unsuspecting adult. But 
I was now unaware of anything except my own pre- 
monitory alarm, and hurriedly asked: “Shan’t I see him 
this morning, then?” 


“Not unless you hire a plane.” 
“What? Has he really left Eagles’ Nest?” Although 


framed as a question this was nothing but the expression 
of my horror at a new stroke of bad luck, which, as I 
believed, could have been averted quite easily if only, 
instead of falling asleep, J’d insisted on seeing my patron 
the previous evening. To make matters worse, it seemed 
to me that I’d half known it at the time . . . was there 
some diabolical contrariness in my nature, determined 
to frustrate me—to ruin me altogether? 

So harassed by these thoughts that I forgot where I 
was, I got up and started walking about the long room. 
frowning deeply, my hands in my pockets, my eyes on 
the ground. The girl at the table was a thousand miles 
Off, I hardly heard her say, “Do sit down and finish your 
breakfast.” Only an automatic reflex made me sit down 
on the chair when I found myself near it. Now the 
bright eyes opposite did recapture my notice, and I felt 
suddenly overcome by anger and indignation. Without 
looking to see what her real expression was, I assumed 
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oked extremely disconcerted. “Why, yes 
: twas only that [ had to tell you 
how sorry the chief was not to See you before he left 


m which I had fled. “I might 
was thinking and 
dness: “T'll take the 


dees wot this of course was impossible 
dges were down behing me... Eagles 
.Y Very last hope, « 


~ “There's nothing left for 
: "Bt and again rose to my feet, 

& away from the table towards the windows that 
formed the end wall of the room 


ad more cont 


' Tol over 
bitterness 


: 2 myself now that my angry 
had Subsideq into depression, For a moment I 
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f sun and flowers. 
Fi the dazzle o: w 
out blindly at : e shut, I sa 
a noticing that all the ie al a seized the 
here a legitimate outlet for my Oe e violently. “Surely 
f ing of the nearest, tugging ene rotested at the 
asteni d have some air in here,” ye ted, with a 
A 
WE ue - when the secretary seh Leave the 
time: e 4 ° 
ieee that amazed me: “Stop 
: ‘i e if I 
Windows alone! dy to rush at m 
‘i w, ready he 
standing up now, ‘ to do so, s 
She ate As oe far too oe aoe a of strained 
ae ore calmly, but still ae eh windows aren’t 
went on m me: “The face 
; : nprehensible to : exion, her fac 
anxiety saneatt Beneath the dark seer, nee ‘now, her 
e a ; 
meant to opi turned pale. She wasn 1, I felt certain. 
seemed to sat in the least artificial, about? In my 
Conduct was a was all the sniper troubles as I 
What on Nee actually forgotten my 0 
amazement, i 
use 1S 
returned to the table. 1 this part of the ho 
“Hadn’t you noticed that all t covering her com- 
Mis ce aes She was rapidly > the plant is kept 
air con 4 rt of my job to see tha windows must 
Monae phe rita! of course the 
Working P . f the 
” nation of t 
always be shut.” . ao that wav the sng are at the 
eee ee . . of course. re sympathetic 
A tm - i mo. 
qu ps eens ae friendly eye, feeling ed possible a few 
ae tert ites I would have ese been bully- 
towards her d . som 
ss “She's scared . : ’s long face 
Seconds ieee cs thought this, the pene and I felt 
ing her . . .” As back of my mind, ane | 
to 
ere at the ba ; e anything 
floated somewh temper. She hadn't i wi thouldn't 
dae oie gh was just a silly gir 
€serve it... 
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++. It was her presence there 
ness; the fact that she’d seen 
ws of the Administrator's 


Sue sense of repetition, into 
» 1€ occurred to me that, 


were now on eq 
Sense of resentment: and s 


++." The relationship we 


- “There’s no need,” 
elfare at heart. “The z as though she really had my 


to her, gradually I forgot her . . . and when a change 
in her voice caught my ear, I heard only her last words 
“——to give you this.” Seeing that she was offering me 
an envelope, I took it from her in silence and ripped it 
open, still without speaking. This rudeness was quite 
unconscious. Nothing existed for me at that moment 
but the few lines written by my benefactor, telling me 
to consider myself a guest at Eagles’ Nest until his 
Teturn, and to occupy myself as I thought fit—if I 
needed anything from the shops in the town I could 
make use of the household account. Nothing could 
have been kinder, or more considerate; so why should 
my main feeling have been one of disappointment? 

“Well, I can't sit here any longer. I've got work to 
do.” 

The sharpness of the secretary's voice made me aware 
of my rudeness, and, seeing her on her feet, I jumped up 
too and followed her to the door, suddenly penitent. 
She'd shown an interest in me and tried to cheer me up; 
and I’d just snubbed and ignored her . . . it was really 
too bad ..I hadn’t even troubled to ask her name 
+ +. I did so now, apologizing confusedly in the same 
breath: “I'm sorry . . . but you must forgive me... 
it was pure absentmindedness . . . I didn’t mean to be 
Tude .. .” , 

With her hand already on the doorknob, she said in 
an odd flat voice: “I’m called Penny,” taking no notice 
of my apology. Something in her manner struck me as 
Peculiar; so much so that I paused, as if warned by some 
atavistic instinct of the presence of danger. But I was 
Not prepared for the sudden fierceness with which she 
turned on me a moment later, all the violence of a 
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hot-blooded ancestry revealed in her voice and expres- 


Her appearance had suddenly become so wild and 
Primitive, so f 
I instinctively took 
‘ty foolish, seeing that it was 
a fountain pen. “That's why 
because of my job,” she went on, far 
too excited to have noticed my withdrawal. “All the 
Secretaries are always called Penny + 4p All the local 
People who work here are named after what they do— 
Don’t you see how degrading it is? How horrible? No 
matter how hard 0; 


hipiliedin Ne tries to get on, there’s always this 
umiliating, 1gNominous work name—g lable to peg one 
down , One can’t 


Her distra 


ht behaviour 
that I 


hadn't Btasped the full 


Tamatic speech, O 


Ss, and Noticing the School-girlish awkward- 
mee movements (for some reason it 


me as faintly touching), did ] begin to wonder 
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ki f some 
whether she could have i beat nen 
ae eg i eaetely Hehavine as though 
Teally happening. She wa 
i ll true... oe er 
. Suddenly I felt I couldn’t let her go ete mie 
rushed after her into the hall. “Do wait = Canaidie 
talk to you,” I called out, threading my ae ce odin 
forest of magnificent furniture, which, en src 
obstructiveness span oes Sen kaduale 
itical moments, seeme to | ie te 
fle cee I don’t despise — re “fire 
sorr if it was tactless to ask your a shi eee 
I to ape? It’s the first I've heard of a ay ie de 
and I’m absolutely astounded . A Wahi fess Bo 
eee ee peeing tbe ceiling and block- 
Sane, towering almost to es oe tte nets 
rp haa ns light in 
hi reenaae tb coe to absorb most od a ] 
thie distant corner . . . suddenly there wai eee 
Pi Te TS ie a its sunshine 
dre < el . the everyday world an Administrator 
Ss an f away “I can’t understand oo Pal chaenies 
ee: ar 2] a a i 
lowing i tang via elauie pale. A pale 
that Penny’s brown face again looke heat ig 
shad " ith Ee i. He's ‘as much a 
a Ww . 
answered “He couldn't oe on ” She spoke in a 
icti tem as everyo: . and the 
ain : i gaint out of the spe aprons ae 
isper, and, c Ppa gs 
i the whispere sree 
did pete rand ase mel now pk 
Vi ’ i : 
rather louder ee ee Fae tee covet like a 
” illness my 
that possible?” In the sti 
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shout. And, as if the noise had broken some spell, 


nd on the screen . . . which 


& through the whole pattern of events 


etree » Starting with the taxi driver's 


Without troublin: 
away. My th, 
heard, which ] wish 


, t tied up too neatly with 
eae “What do I care? It’s not 
Y ste P the stairs with a determined 

pee Slower and more uncertain 


(in spite of what 
) Was sheer heaven. To 
Tned as usual to my bene- 
nN my hand. For several 


a mad moment 


¢ etter I held ; 
minutes J Stood on the Sta: : 


as though irs, studying those few lines 
invisible tae had been Ctiliten i rien in 
. m : 

else appeared there. Sng could develop. But nothing 


was stran ith a sigh, 1 reflected that it 
I ton nO mention had been d pee k 
uld have expected made of my wor 


at least an outline of my 
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duties. Why had I been told to consider myself a guest? 
And what was the meaning of the phrase about occupy- 
ing myself as I thought fit? Was I supposed to start work 
on my own account? The note, at first sight so simple 
and friendly, now seemed to bristle with problems and 
uncertainties. Instead of removing my doubts it was 
adding to them, and I quickly folded the sheet of paper 
and returned it to its envelope. “I'd better ask Penny, 
was the only decision I came to, continuing up the 
Stairs. Perhaps she would know what was expected of 
me, 

Having left the secretary in the hall a minute ago, I 
was surprised to come face to face with her when I 
reached the top of the stairs, walking briskly towards me 
along the gallery, a briefcase under one arm. With the 
memory of the trick she had just played me fresh in 
my mind, I stood still, saying I wanted to ask her advice. 

“Some other time,” she replied, shaking her head. “I 
can’t stop now:" adding that there would be plenty of 
time to talk later on. Without moving or speaking, I 
watched her approach; and when she was quite close - 
me, I suddenly stretched out both arms, blocking the 
gallery completely; determined I wouldn't let her pass 
till she'd told me what I wanted to know. She smiled at 
me, quite unperturbed; and then vanished — 
inconspicuous curtain must have concealed the door by 
which she eluded me this time. ; 

Somehow, I was amused by the repetition of the trick 
which had irritated me before; indeed, a second ear tien 
of it struck me as so ludicrous that I couldn’t help 
laughing out loud. Making no attempt to follow her or 
even to look behind the curtain, I called out, not quite 
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knowing why: “Am 
slept in last night?” 


“Why not?” 1 F 
the thick velvet foldy oe sume back faintly, muffled by 


T to keep the same room that I 
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FIVE 


My sudden cheerfulness went with me to the grand 
room, where everything had been put in order, shades 
lowered, fresh flowers placed here and there. I was 
Struck by thé amount of labour the servants must have 
put into years of work to attain the jewel-bright clean- 
liness which made each shining object glitter and all 
wood surfaces gleam with a rich patina. But all this 
brightness only seemed to emphasize the dark painting, 
by far the most important thing in the room, to which 
everything else was subordinated, and to which I was at 
once attracted. 

As I stood in front of the picture, I was immediately 
caught up and out of myself, absorbed in its peculiar 
atmosphere. The face I had previously found there 
eluded me now; but suddenly I was convinced that I was 
about to make some other, perhaps more significant, 
discovery. A sense of anticipatory excitement invaded 
me, emanating from the dark oblong on the wall. It 
was as though, not only I myself, but everything in the 
Toom, in the garden outside, in the sky, even, were 
waiting attentively for the coming revelation. Before 
my eyes, the painted values were beginning to change; 
the deep, sombre colours receded and paled, the drawing 
grew more defined; and yet I still could not indentify 


the features. 
There was no precise moment when the face became 
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one moment there 


mo Was no face visible: tl ext the 
Administrator's fa ; that the ney 


re to account for the change that 
my eyes. But in the sunlight, muted 
tside the windows, everything 


» the picture at this point 
world, to which it obviously 
Son, I was able to make the 
: as, if I’d fallen asleep, 
Ing the soft . - I felt no surprise, watch- 
tered etnd bene and winglike ferns. which flut- 
fac, encircling it with their living 
aw there, man and 
gel-stuff shining out 
nterpret its meaning 
Was m G Jete 
Ban to f. y Perception compie 
ade. The breathing wing-flames grew 
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smaller and fainter, their diminishing fluctuations put 
out by the deepening colours of the original painting 

. till there was the dark indefinite framed oblong, 
and nothing more. 

This brief vision (if that’s what it should be called) 
had, however, a strong and lasting effect, all the more 
remarkable because, immediately afterwards, I could 
hardly recall it, left only with an impression of mystery, 
in which the Administrator, the picture and myself were 
involved, as in some shared enchantment. Later, when 
full recollection returned and the spell had broken, I 
wondered how I could have been so credulous, my 
nature being inclined usually to a cynical son sere 
I could only suppose that, in the first flush of — ao 
Eagles’ Nest, in that strange atmosphere ——. 
wonders, immeasureably remote from everyday ife, 1 
must have been easy to accept the reality of a meta- 

hysical experience. . 

° ina, acai accepted it, all my vague pana’ 
vanished as if by magic, I was relieved of all sed 
bilty. My feeling was that I’d put myself into the ae 
of my benefactor, who would take care of omc i 
leaving me free to relax luxuriously in ert fe 
Canny sense of wellbeing, gaiety even, as it a 
reborn, without any selfconsciousness, as t e ad 
hopeful, handsome young man I had been in my 
twenties. 

It was no mere passing euphoria, either. alae 
went on enjoying this unparalleled freedom fro he 
care, which was ehhanced still further by See mh 
that to do so was perfectly right and proper. : hee 
long period of misfortune and lonely depression 
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more rational self 


subject all the time, this only became clear when my 
entrancement ended. 

S long as the trance was to 
turbance of my inner tranquil 
accepted €verythi 


© profound for any 
ity by surface events, 


1fe a: 
Y appeared ludicrous and boring. Suddenly 
irritated by Penny's carefy choice, when my turn came, 
L helped myself so casually from the array of dishes that 
I hardly Noticed What put on my plate. It almost 
Seemed as if pq been deluding myself deliberately; 
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: lly found 
7 things I rea : 

: ake pleasure in ’t appreciate 
Pretending to t oie fact is, I really don oe with 
rather aie “I suppose I’ve lived too 
luxury,” I thought. d 

” : declare 
the ponies fn my deeper a oan RT that 
It was now ; rds: “Do 
th the wo: outh as 
itself it ong which came out of my mi 
ortrait in ; i 
a of their own accord. : hear my voice asking 
ince I myself was surprised to nexion with the 
Since my re, which had no con it was quite 
abot He ‘pleta with our pice the question. 
eae Pei to look soe suet io knew quite 
Natural fo 7 icion lied, 
for my susp nly replied 
There wee ee I meant, aap gs eae this 
well which ae of portraits,” 4 ae 
cu house is 3 ienificance. . 
ate a ne of any special signi in which the topic 
Particular bg silence followed, i Il of a sudden I 
on; 
—— eae ben dropped. ote picture I rie 
é it, saying, . so.” tl 
felt compelled a at least, ee te the 
is a ies sounded absurd, oh ean “J thought at 
doubtfu beara but still I plodde ing not to be sure, 
Sirl for laughing; duction—it’s annoying uzzled by my 
first it was a mn ou...” I was rather ae to make 
that’s why . = i by the proposal I ses and tell 
own epee come and look at the p 
that she shou erness 
me how it struck as ve conveyed my are yo it I 
hia ea a 
are cig eyes, for she have a look at 
= ay be : ble a tell you. I'd the pair happened 
might be a Ise.” The and, 
ae Oa here els ourse, 
on we ep aoa fetching the next c 
to be out o 
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ined 
seeing that I had not understood her, she a a I 
primly, though with a somewhat arch fn erent 
hadn’t seen before: “People here are very straight- 


. coing 
It would create a fearful scandal if I were seen g 
to your room,” 


I laughed, tr 
whole thing int 
fied by my indi 
Opening all 
cence: yet J 
interest in th, 
of enticing th 
evidence of 


in 
as by no means nrg 
anyone placed as I was could not sie a 
Would have to be much more carefu 


of her; and 
take risks, ] 
future, 


Hoping to obliterate the memory of what I'd a 
saying by introducing a new topic at once, I plung 
without Premeditati 
which suddenly 
dreamlike ; 


‘ n't 
€re any reason,” J asked, ‘ why I should 
Start my work j i 


always stry 
Matching the exa, 


S8erated innocence of the tone in = 
she said, “Why in the library? What work do yo 
Mean?” raising her eyeb: 


. as 
rows in a way that surely W' 

Not natural, 

“That's why I’ve come here—to work in the library— 
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‘ hy not today?” 
isn’t it? I'll have to start some ae ee and cheer- 
. F best to spea a4 d actor’s, 
Bale ts Sane ee voice sounded like a ba 
ully, I tho F me. ; 
as Fs her affectation had congue I watched her ae Nihshs 
: dn! at once: ‘ble at t 
She didn’t iota I found sin ocean - 
sion change oe +. aaernad, Out: OF anedontly Teak, 36 
moment, ell es Not at all an un ae net 
what te ss express sympathy, rom fo lodk.avarps 
es aa there was no reason for he relief when she 
4 ine slightly disturbed; eee ae eral 
it estion merely, “V meant I 
replied leh ere hough, Sau E ee T just 
ine ie nye independent; pelbagen ane a with 
eugt . have left so ++ doesn’t 
' A. might ha . But it 
thought the hat he wanted me to oe useful once I 
you agen en ways of making a tie way? I don't 
SptLers ee BEA Where is it, by t 
get into ary. ” . 
; to have found it ye - r own. ' 
a . never would find it on you ine airiness, Penny's 
see t with my not very a forthright. Again 
By pone ded uncompromising?y | h the idea that 
Voice now soun iving, unable to banis t peealell sonie 
te inpentctally harmless exchanges ¢ 
these superfi 
i i ing t 
ne asked, staring at her, trying 
yn f 
thoughts, . t 
Bu. she only said shortly, ed to be alone at tha 
Pinte SKS: re Tan or dail, without tHE 
eae I could again asl, ha her feelings a 
.s nce, she ‘, use 0 
servants’ ee ae te quiet! What's the 
by exclaiming, , 


o read her 


‘ sts it’s a 
“Don’t let’s discuss it; 1t 
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ey ioe it? The door’s locked, anyhow, and I 
Gen you'll just have to hand it over to me,” 1 
tient ee to substitute indignation for my growing 
ae ou ve got no right to keep me out of the 
ion de epost to be working.” But I couldn’t 
ic P eel of resentment, my nameless appre- 
“T’ve much closer, when I heard her next words. 
got no Tight to let you in there.” She sounded 

PPY and anxious now, and I could detect neither 


danger; aly iva involved with secrets and 
content, which, ] ee Was to go on feeling my peaceful 
» 1 admit, wasn’t exactly courageous. 

a moral cowardice, I returned 
On the ¢ were alone drinking our coffee 
Penny; alae now I could get dethind out of 
ibrary were in on ed Persuade her to let me into the 
; she aia Nothing I said made the slightest 
that she'q received se adamant, repeating obstinately 
7 not once had I ¢ oo relating to me as librarian 
It proved Nothin, es n been mentioned in that capacity: 
me in answer ‘at a letter had once been written tO 
by the way, which Y. pplication for the post—a letter, 
Sure, to begin with aes ' produce. How could she be 

is seemed so prep “28 the person I said I was? 
forgetting my u pebosterous that I burst out laughing, 
her annoying obs, ulated alarm, amused, in spite of 


truct: 
ctveness, by the desperate picture 
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she seemed to have formed of me. “Do you really think 
I might have murdered some poor chap on the chance 
of getting his job?” I asked, smiling, and feeling more 
friendly towards her than usual. 

Instead of answering, she lowered her head and seemed 
to be studying the small flowering plants that grew in 
the crannies between the paving-stones, her face hidden. 
T looked down on her smooth, bowed, dark head, neatly 
divided by the parting as by a straight path, from which 
the individual hairs sprang vigorous as young saplings. 
Not withstanding its meekness, her pose suggested 
nothing but immutable stubbornness, and I thought, 
what indeed was the use of talking to her? “I don’t 
believe you're even listening.” I said, half laughing and 
half exasperated. “One might as well talk to a tree.’ 

But the girl was less impervious than I supposed. 
Apparently, she had been suppressing some strong feel- 
ing, and had now reached the limit of her endurance, 
for, to my surprise, she exclaimed suddenly: What's 
gone wrong with you? Why must you spoil everything? 

Y can’t you be the same as you were yesterday and 
the days before that?” : 

I was too taken aback to reply. Was it so obvious that 
@ more realistic frame of mind was beginning to invade 
my dream-state? In any case, why should she choose this 
Particular moment to comment on the fact, which had 
Nothing whatever to do with my work? Her face was 
still turned away from me, and now she had covered it 
with her hands—perhaps I hadn’t heard her correctly. 
But there could be no doubt about her next words, ; 

“I've been so lonely,” she said pathetically. “You can’t 
think what a difference it made when you came—no one 
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else has ever talked to me before, or been friendly, since 
I came here.” 


There was real Pathos in the way she spoke. And also 
there was the sound of some personal feeling which 
I hadn't heard in any voice for s 


ardly mattered to me; I was only moved by her feeling 
for me, 


_ Rather ashamed of the egotistical nature of my reac 
“on, of which I was quite aware, I now gave in to her 
with, I hoped, a 800d grace, 

“Don't worry,” 

T leaned forward 
concentrated o; : i 

way into the a thoughts, some of which found their 


» “Though for the life of me I can't 
i pe you won't let me into the library—unless you 
hen cally skeletons there,” 1 hardly knew I had 


@ : 
didn't exer ough for her to hear, and certainly 


s surprise when she suddenl jumped up» 
ioe = would get the key and take me £ the library 
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said. I followed her along passages, up and down steps, 
around corners, to what seemed like a separate wing of 
the building. It was true, I would never have found it 
alone; even now that I had been aie the way, I wasn’t 
sure I could find it again by myself. 

Walking silently ahead, the girl insisted on racard 
Precautions against being heard or seen; evar 
dramatizing the expedition, it seemed to me. But w _ 
at length we stopped in a dim little lobby, where she 
Produced a bunch of keys and started trying them one 
after another in the lock of the door ahead, I was pines 
by the anxious look on her face. Even though I tol 
myself her pallor was due to the greenish light rgb 
through a window half covered by leaves, I sti a 
uneasy. It was impossible not to be aware of the cane 
hensiveness her whole being expressed, which a! ee 
Persuaded me she really was breaking some Sons : pes 
house by bringing me here, and was Se lar 
Sequences, “I ought not to have let her do it, ‘ f z 
T knew so little of Eagles’ Nest and the ay . . 
System which governed its occupants. Lara Ahi : 
to suggest going back to the other part i s a ly 
Was actually on the point of doing so, w! aa abeupdly 
found the right key and opened the door, an P' 
forgot my consideration. SS 

Ta eoniGd to be satisfied by looking into the ae 

‘om outside. But now I was seized by Ace ies 
Curiosity; before Penny had time to realize ” ae jah 
doing, I'd slipped past her and through ae ws Hae 
to find the library practically in darkness, al oa 
drawn, The only object to catch my eye Mies a Dy 
Blobe against the book-lined shelves, gravely inc 
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like a studious 


giant’s bald head, as I hurried towards 
the window—y, 


nless some light were let in, I might just 
as well have remained outside. My hand reached up to 
dangling cord, but it never got there. All I heard was ie 
slithering rush behind me, and then Penny flung herse d 
at me, snatching my hand away from the blind, an 


ing into my ear, “Do you want to get us both 
sacked?” 


Strong and Painful as thongs, her fingers dug into my 
wrist as she t 


. i. : t 
"gged me in the direction of the door. Ou 
of sheer amazement rather tha: 


i of battering-ram, gasping 
furiously at the same time, “I suppose you're trying to 
Te in here—_” 
ply gave in, and allowed myself to Yo 
+ which she instantly shut an 
nothing to her, incapable of thinking 
when all my ideas were confused by the 
extraordinary Sensation of her young compact body 
hurled against mine, exhaling a faint odour of sweat 
and Clover, like that of a healthy country girl who bas 
Worked in the fields, d she, taking advantage of my 
confusion, insisted on leaving at once, permitting me 
only the briefest Blimpse of the librarian’s quarters; 
Snug little rooms, where €verything for a self-contained 
€ was stored away neatly, ag on board a ship. The 
Whole way back. 1 Temained silent, preoccupied, regret- 
ting the impulse that had made me break my word, for 
und out more by being 


I Tealized that J Would have fo; 
docile ‘ang Obedient. Toq late, T saw that my action had 
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lish 
merely scared the girl into one of her eae - oes - : 
obstructiveness. Nothing could be done ent ton 
present, and I merely resolved to return 
as soon as possible. 


ve 


SIX 


My total lack 
more of funds 


shops 


and opened one of the | ire matter alone in ye 
ding some saleab] © big closets in the vague hope of 
nothing confronted wo edect among my possessions. But 
the middle of them. “*°cPt the bare shelves, and, in 
em, a Paintbox, scrubbed and polished 
of place; its positio ton, looking lonely, unused, out 
6. i ae I thought, was much the same as 
corollary, came the qrott, it the same boat. Like 2 
sae eine © thought, “Why not renew the old 
ie rest A 
Seemed to = in automatic sequence. My actions 
SIN, as if predesti themselves in an effortless progres- 
Noticed when w. ate Without the help of my brain. I 
my shoulder, de leaving the room, the box slung over 
Picture. And, out : instinctively avoided looking ar che 
from the Peasant n the garden, 1 tried to keep away 
Uncomfortable The Whose inquisitive eyes mae me 
* Mhere were always a great dota of these 
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dark workers about the place, and today there seemed 
hundreds of them. Wherever I turned, dark eyes peered 
at me between branches and leaves, high up in the trees, 
or flat on the earth, following me everywhere. I fancied 
my paintbox was the special target of their curiosity, 
and realized that I felt guilty about what I was going to 
do, as if I were contemplating a crime. Impatiently, I 
told myself not to be such a fool: what could possibly 
be more harmless than making a sketch in the grounds? 
Even thougli I intended to sell it, nobody could object, 
provided I included nothing that identified Eagles’ Nest 
unmistakeably. 

To my relief, I found ,that the further I went from 
the house, the fewer peasants there seemed to be, until, 


in the outer areas of cultivation, beyond the gardens, 
only a few scattered gangs were at work, and could 
I began to feel 


easily be avoided. Now, my spirits rising, 
Pleased with my plan, and to enjoy walking through 
these more natural-seeming plantations, looking for a 
suitable subject, quite exhilarated by the prospect of a 
definite occupation. In retrospect, yesterday's aimless 
lounging seemed a terrible bore; I could not think how 
I'd been satisfied just to sit about doing nothing for 
hours on end. 

The ground sloped upwards ; 
gradually that I had no sense of arriving at any special 
eminence, quite unprepared, on emerging from the thick 
Slossy foliage of a lemon grove, to find only a windbreak 
of eucalyptus trees between me and a precipice falling 
sheer into empty space. When I looked beyond the pale 
trunks with their peeling bark, I couldn’t help giving an 
exclamation of astonishment, seeing the seven judge- 
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all the time, but so 


shaped crags, 
blue sky; an 


I stood 8azing up at the mountains, till I got used to 


ian ne, 274 May eyes Started to ache from the 
piapeme flooding down on them from above. There 
ney aoe Wearisome about that deep dazzling blue 
hadn't sone’ ever form in this part of the world? I 

Walkie one ever since I arrived, 
reached 2 poi following the edge of the bluff, I soon 
bord . : 
in ace Breen met the desolate rock-frontier 
Place, I sli deciding this was the 
and pre spe the strap of the paintbox off my shoulder 
angle, Pac’ © Start work. I knew that, from the selling 
attractive. Bt to have chosen a scene more obviously 
Position of] ae couldn’t resist the spectacular juxta- 
and the vildead, shee Productiveness in the foreground 
Of dead stone, “S* alongside, breeding only its fantasia 

The af, 
dream, When rypased for me in a timeless and private 
light would ha shed my sketch, just as the changing 
Prised by the Ag forced me to stop anyhow, I was sul 
Past. A lit ao with which the hours had slipped 
pas t * yittle bemused, I walked slowly 
: eas slow, resolved in future 
much pleasure “Y like this—t'd forgotten how 
it wasn’t done ay Bet from painting, as long aS 


: ler : 
mlving one’s very a8 edt of acute financial need, 
" my mind's 
eye, a pj 
come; when 7 wee ® Picture formed of the days to 


installed in the librarian’s cosy 
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Tooms, safe, secure, self-contained, in quiet seclusion and 
peace, living and working enclosed in this same sort of 
happy dream. I asked no more of life now; the ambitions 
of my earlier days had evaporated during the cisasirous 
Period that was just over; now all I wanted was peace; 

ace and security. ; 
‘ Lost in a kind of vague daydream, I wandered placidly 
through the garden, from which the peasants had gone 
now, in the warm still air, fragrant with flower-sweetness, 
and bright with the flamingo-flush overhead. All around 
me lay this enchanted beauty, this atonal ie 
and garlands, appropriate to my mood; s' a agl 
cent ae forang a hackeroudl for incredibly see 
flowers, shaped like bells, like trumpets or butter! - 
translucent as glass, or like exploding fireworks, in aa 
slanting low sunbeams. Everywhere the cigpacale tee “a 
rose and fell, plaiting its rippling patterns, revolv aid . 
Sparkling wheels, filling the air with glittering Hage ee 
and mysterious whispered music. Here one mig! t eae 
to see nymphs and naiads playing together, as in 
flowe ‘adise. es 

Thea with startling suddenness, all this bright gel 
vanished, the wonder-light abruptly extinguished ; sites 
forbidding fortresslike bulk of Eagles Nest, jut - i 
darkly into the sky, and looming above ne re 
sinister grimness, like a part of the gruesome lifeless 
of the mountains behind. I felt its cold shadow coe 
me, heavily cold, like a weight. The sun had pore - 
behind it, I was left in its profound shadow, ve - 
Teally felt like an oppressive weight, crushing me ‘ies 
I couldn't bear to go inside the sombre great p! a 
recognizing this crushing sensation as some restrain 
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had re-imp 
from me, Though the air was still very warm, I found, 
a I was shivering. 

y these feelings, which, though 
they only concerned the house itself, coaltia'e be se deely 
ter, to whom they made me feel 
ink of other things; but, going 
my room, I was uncomfortably 
I was passing, and of all the 
beyond, their untouched pet- 
a ae by a labouring brown 
with fresh flo”, md ae lessly immaculate, filled daily 
in the silence: hia ody ever saw—Why? I asked aloud 
such finaliny ch closed down so heavily and with 

Y upon this small interruption, that the 


. silence” came j i 
4ppropriate as never befor Soa Saas ac 


eachin e. 
to be on 8 My room, I hurriedly shut myself in, glad 


building whi nd, in the one corner of the huge 
accept me Waa re obliged, partially at least, to 
thing still qeenied cs elt at ease here, but now some- 


este that something was different 
happened to be j uring my absence. But what? I 
in fr ‘i Of the glass: and the mirror 
Y showing my face looking out 
> thus drawing my attention 
* which I began to study, 
t, '61Y, Standing a pace or two 
+ was apparentt et squarely : 
Ours as darkly sf the same as it had always been; the 
Semlike, the face as unclear. Yet 1 
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to 


knew at the first glance that whatever had given it a 
mystic significance for me was now missing; though the 
network of shadows seemed to be gliding apart, it was 
only to show that some nameless marvel had been and 
gone, and would not come again. I did not know what 
T had lost, but only that the loss had left me vulnerable 
and depleted. I had no clear understanding at the time 
of why I suddenly felt depressed; I seemed not to realize 
that my magic contentment had gone, and that I kept 
reminding myself of the pleasure I had derived from 
Painting because this resource at least was my own, and 
one of which I wasn’t liable to be abruptly bereft. 
How far away the earlier part of the day seemed now 
—as remote as my lost inward serenity. When Isat down 
to dinner with Penny, I'd almost forgotten about our 
trip to the library, and wondered irritably why she bi 
looking so glum. At the same time, I dimly recognize 
in my own total lack of sympathy for her, a sign that I 
had returned to the cynical pessimism I regarded as my 
Normal self-centred state. Not only her long face, but 
everything I could see, got on my nerves; I was in the 
mood to find fault with everybody and everything chen 
me, as though my former acceptance had been replac 
by a general distaste for all that concerned Eagles’ Nest 
—a feeling to which I gave immediate expression by 
saying, “Couldn’t our meals be a bit simpler? oft 
Now there appeared on Penny's face the ee bal 
startled disapproval I was beginning to know woul . 
her reaction to any proposed change. Why? she wan 
to know; didn’t I like the food? : ; 
“Yes, yes,” I answered impatiently. “But there's far 
too much of it—it’s all far too elaborate. Why must we 
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be so formal when the two of us are alone?” 


ty to make alterations,” she quickly 
with a nervous glance at the butler, 
€ no indication of having heard. — 
listening, while the meal went on in 
nce, to the curious slithering shuffte 
of the peasants’ soft shoes, an uncertain subservient 
on which the steps of the butler and ae 
men tapped out their Strong authoritarian rhythm 0 
dominance, 
A certain hy 
her, as d rule, 


there evidently downcast and Worried, without speaking 
4 word, fiddling 


this time, I 


ay 2 personal nature, [ thought of the affair 
only in conn, he extraordinary system gover” 
: Timagined as something ae 
neb vaguely Python-like, enveloping the pla 
1 its folds, ctushing out al] happiness and spontaneous 
onl 


because I had escaped, temporarily, 
om. its Constricti . 2 njoy 
Painting, ton, that I had been able to enj 
“T hear 


With hes oy sPent the afternoon sketching.” 
ttying to make conversation 


Or a worse manner i 
looking at her with th 


"8 


ici that, 
persistent, though apparently ee 
from the very first, had haunted my = “ psnarneemn 
Resentment had all at os San ae 
> agai easants who so ptly in , 
i ee a doing against the iors alae pia 
f a househo! O Sf i 
one it sone re I had any ee eee ; 
renee about my sketch; I ened a earl 
conduct was perfectly open and above- Sa nae 
back of my mind, lurked eres penne 
indignati iolent to be alto; : 
it una sieisie ae made me stare ae a beaees 
eae, exclaiming, “I suppose that’s 
: i ii into mine, 
“Th ase etary’s dark eyes, looking eek wai like 
Mea eae rounder and larger, ee See come 
looking into the mouths of a pair of pis ieee aly 
reall asia and for a moment I fel ree cayselt 
was I being so nasty to her? ae pies eri ike 
and putting myself in the wrong, : a ae aes hee 
almost forgotten alenen 7 er Pe and nom 
8 dly superior positic i eta ont ane “an 
eiccpane ania ain me “What's ae > Why 
Ah ia Mate re a Why are you afraid to 
i ‘bidden 
should everything be for' 


i ” : her, I got rid 

“ey sega caaren preatae ang her drooping 

bint = mper at once. And then, sé mfortable, as I 

my . s asi dden, I again felt orn attitudes of 
ere, her ; 

ids, servants assum er back, 

a eth I wished she would answi 


Id be going on 
instead of sitting meekly silent. What cou 
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in her mind? Suddenly I got an impression of having 


: : t 
awkwardly blundered into something mysterious aur 
which I knew nothing and said apologetically, “I ddl 

- I shouldn't have Spoken like that... I di 
mean anything personal,” aye ‘ 
Still she didn’t say a word, She was sitting now in a 


d 
queer huddled position, her elbows on the table an 
her face in her ha 


boneless, collapsed, 
lets go of the strin 


d 
grand room, the elaborately arrange 


; ie 
table, the servants, Penny herself, had no existence 0 


side my skull, 


: ization 

I don’t know whether this wholesale dexeehcate 

Was the cause of my physical sensations, or vice versa; 
anyhow, my 


Something seemed 
impalpable, invisi 
Sensation as of 


Press my hands 


t 
0 my chest, to my throat . . . I couldn 
breathe : 


: sts, 
suffocating .. At all co! 


, st 
Cverything Swinging round me. It mu 
have been my chair, skidding over the polished floor, 


to 
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d to bother 
r. And now I cease : 
bn oh eS ipane ing but my all-absorbing 
y one 

d manners or anything ich I was 
pera . na tioaaeh the don reas Rico eto 
tirabling vaguely aware of para! sine 
snelfing aut of thie Way pi es pana room, i 

The moment I was alone, ld became norma 

he wor! 

é coils let me go, and t i de such an 
apes pm a fool for having ee ail have 
oukinielen of myself; what in i ae aie have been 
; If that i 

atter? I told myse . 'd wear a hat. 
ieee time I went out aD ees I shut 

Unwilling to face Penny again ane her, for 
myself in my room; though withou long. From these 
she haunted my dreams all ae tiled with remorse, 
oe ha dreams I kept waking up, * whowe fea 14 
thi #1) of her as a frightened gir scersudlie iNGiRt: 
increated by my selfish insistence on se agen 
and to whom it was ee tes a talk with oe = 

the morning I decide id of, and do my bes 

od an wn aye as ae of pe 
down to breakta‘ ill fairly cool, 

er oe while it ee ouiside tie 

a eee Ik wi , A 

, for a wa ; nger o! 
wa _ os woieaar talk without any dang 
Sardens, wh 
Cavesdroppers. 


k 2 5 
Pay agen we i ao And then I didn’t speak 
when I was ready to leave it. 


lan. I did 

t of my p 

he first par he was at 

rds that formed t ll, for she . 

- wae va any part of the plan at a to speak to this 
igi hee red, most matter-of-fact; frightened girl 

= nod conte woman as if she were a 

Composed you i ting. 

seetiad absurd, and even insulting: 
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fast table, only appearing 


In any case, she herself took the initiative by speaking 
first; casually asking if I'd got over my indisposition, and 

en going on to Say she had just been arranging for 2 
<ar to go into the town shortly—would I like to go too? 
It would make a change for me, and, if I wished I could 
do some shopping, 

Without hesitation, I replied, “Yes, I'd like to go very 
much.” There was no urgency about talking to her; I 
could do that any time; whereas the chance of selling 
my sketch was uni 
4 stroke of luck 


‘er general remarks about the town ani 
what was to b 


mind was far from her, thinking how to construct a 
mount for the Painting, which was still wet, so that if 
could be put into a large envelope or a sheet of paper: 
Si would merely look like something I was taking to 
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SEVEN 


if I sed up such planning abilities as I 
rede Cae ‘think fick in advance about selling 
my sketch. Sitting in silence beside the Lererepae 
who drove me into the town, I merely decided sa 
for a suitable shop, and to let the sued is - 
moment inspire the words in which I wo! a na 
Proprietor about my painting, ie ask him to disp! 

i le on commission. 
Ca ae cee my unaccustomed run of eae 
continued; on leaving the car in the main ed aererar 
almost immediately to a shop selling artists ae 
and stationery, which looked just right for ae aaa : 
But then, on the point of going inside, da peed 
mind, in one of those second thoughts geen ee i 
tively, always appear as obvious aqeet oe Seas 
as there was plenty of time, to look roun , 
chance of finding somewhere even onl Ges aati 

I'd only taken a few steps, when I hear sane 
call my name; the street became bndeene! as eae 

“Hullo! how are you? I've been won Buse ibis 
never met—I was beginning to think you heehee 
gone on somewhere else——” The ee ae 
atmosphere of the long journey, soe theta mule 
Mind; for a second I could almost sme! pani 
train, But that memory was already an ee A 
I clasped the speaker's hand with real p) . 
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is Biase acskeesng? T'm so glad to see you... this 
the fect, pull et Strange to say, the words were 
in an ins oe Bukit strangeness too was left behind 
thing in ze my pleasure seemed the most natural 
had blossomed cre gazed admiringly at the girl, who 
meeting, in an amazing way since our last 
Peal ba though she had taken off a doll’s mask, to 
both indivtay ri commonplace prettiness, a personality 
ow you ner Ba charming. “There's no need to ask 
+ + «On top of feo her. “You look simply wonderful 
eyes off a € world . . .” I could hardly take my 
Braceful figure and attractive face, and it 


pare feel quite at ease with her, thinking 
called to me; after all, she could so easily 
me Merely by keeping quiet—instead, 


» telling h, 
T was walkin, telling her today was my lucky day, 
we had met asin the street at her side, as though 


forgot citement was mounting i , an almost 
Tgotten sensation belonging to iy vost tks thrill 
aga full of surprises and post: 
crowned Nene company of this delightful git 
tie pins and made it perfect. A burden I 
a 3 was carrying seemed to have 
as if the hard , ne without it I walked as buoyantly 
that the feelin Pement were springy turf. I realized 
§ oF tranquil happiness I associated with 
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the picture had not come back; that there was a great 
difference between the serenity I had lost and the 
stimulation of the senses coming to me from my present 
companion. We happened to pass a shop window con- 
taining a huge mirror, in which I watched her advancing 
as though to meet me—but who was the young man 
beside her, bare-headed, approaching with the same 
€asy youthful movements, the same blowing hair, the 
same happy smile? It gave me a real shock to recognize 
the reflexion as mine: I could hardly believe my eyes, 
seeing the young man I had been before catastrophe 
overwhelmed me once more walking the face of the earth 
I thought he had left for ever. Then, filled with grati- 
tude to the girl whose innocent magic had presented me 
with my lost youth, I accepted it in the same spirit of 
innocence, as a child takes the sweét or toy offered by a 
Playmate, without asking questions or wondering where 
it comes from. , 

She fascinated me completely, I was charmed, almost 
infatuated; everything about her added to my delight: 
her grace and vigour, her gay friendliness, the way her 
skirt rippled against my leg, blown out in fan-shaped 
folds by the wind. The day seemed to expand before us 
in widening vistas of joy. I loved its bright colours and 
the strength of the sun. I loved the street scene, which 
Was at the same time busy and unhurried, uncrowded. 
The noises of the traffic, the steps and voices of passers- 
by, were stimulating to me after the silent seclusion in 
which I’d been living. And it was all thanks to this girl, 
who had rescued me from desolation and _ lifeless 
Splendour; from those deserted gardens, where only the 
fountains whirled and whispered like crazy ghosts. Too 
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b 

excited to think clearly, I took her arm, aes 

the instinct that urges one to grasp the more a ei 

at a precious thing one is soon to lose; all I bepunde’s 

earth was to hold fast to her, and, through her, to y 

and life, happiness. eat 
Thardly heard what she was telling me, drinking i 


Cees 6 : erless 
thirstily, like a man who has been lost in a wat 
desert, this wonderful 
made available 


could share it with 
with such warm shi 
to rush out into th 
wanted to throw 

although this didn’ 


; ; ; «che 
like a kind of extension of the general happiness in th 
air, I felt it was 


: an 
ime to control myself, and made 
effort to listen to 


her, tel 
Wasn't it luck, my getting this job at the a 
Y shop?” she was saying. “The manager's be 


rasier here, it’s hardly like work at all. We never pate 
‘0 do any cleaning or catrying—the peasants do all that: 
they Practically wait on us. The hours are much shortel 
too. And we have all the latest 8adgets they don’t re 
at home; besides things they'd never think na 
i * '© amuse the customers whi 


Tiers. That's how I got this dress. 
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i —wasn’t it generous of 
ladies gave it to me—y i 
Toes model, you cn ~ ee . 
i leach was taking. 
i ka aes me it would be a shame for anyone 
ook hers 
else to wear it—what do you eink sige wane 
“I think you look perfectly lovely, den oe 
f the dress, but of the graceful an ae uae 
had re ed my blood in this unaccustome iced = 
ae was longing, much more intensely 
Ba i lower and slower, 
adually slo 
tie spelapempmrae iit he foot of a clocktower, 
i to a standstill at t gers 
ae ie neato shaded the tables of an aul oe 
There on a slight pause, during est pape ie 
: iness, I seemed to hear the echo o} an They 
ae ded wrong; too serious; ee ae 
ee note, falsifying payin te ne 
i t m 
P irl was looking atl = eel 
ees ee al a smile, I said in sian aa = 
i oie “You seem to have settle ee 
aul ae all. Do you remember our 
quic y, Mi . 
Heaer! 
Wh little fool I was to be frightened of leaving 
“What a li | 
i i he hadn't 
a relief, I saw her pone Henn a aouite 
really noriead anything odd sy Bears ie mea 
ing, I let my : : 
pace hich wer 
= Bet ieee ae trees, most pb i why 
= ar aigey was 
i But there 1 
his early hour. : migra 
cine ear her to sit down with eer Homage 
aes eam even though it wasn’t yet ring neo Age 
th “ if 1 could manage somehow to sp’ 
en, ii 


87 


“I never 
declared staehaeh . 6 home again —never!” she 
couldn’t invite Phi Ys Just as I remembered that | 
me, for the simple is have a meal or anything else with 
penniless, | didn’t ut very adequate reason that I was 
depression seemed neg at the time why my sudden 
words as of m h . = as much the result of her last 
lack of money. s pies exasperating, frustrating 
Painfully esildiens’ pell of good luck was over, that was 
4 ee clock overhead began striking; 
un that the four blue faces 
ouiah of my happiness; and now 
ie that § eraly with the cold accuracy 
. As Promptly as if thi Tagile edifice most completely- 
Oh, dear! That 's were her cue, the girl exclaimed, 
the manager lin I must fly. I promised to help 
and I musn’t kee ea material for our new overalls, 
as she spoke, Bit; nim waiting.” She withdrew her arm 
of her hand and ar a quick movement, I caught hold 
emotion ] tbultiahe on to it tightly, moved by a” 
Seemed to be ea. Control, in which the manager 
unknown mana ow involved—the thought of this 

: “ger disquieted me, for some anes 
All the j P a her. “Or, if you must, let 
€ Joy of the last f you—don’t send me away - -” 
: m €W minutes had vanished like 4 
disappointment. “ra which one wakes up with a sharp 
wont PY My desire ae Knew what I was saying, over 
ould come to an end when dhe as though the world 
went away. 


“But this is 

the shop_7’ 

Pan waiting se 3 ™ not going any further. He’s 
there coul : 

d be no doubt that my oddness and 
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agitation had been noted, and had had their effect. I 
thought she seemed nervous as well as surprised; I 
could feel her drawing as far away from me as she could 
while I was still holding on to her hand. Suddenly her 
fingers had gone stiff and resistant. I knew it was useless 
to prolong the situation; the longer it lasted the more 
awkward it was bound to become. But, though I ordered 
myself to let go, my muscles would not obey me; I still 
clung to her hand as to my last link with the living 
world. 

Afraid of what might be seen in my face, I turned it 
towards the shop she had indicated, where a blurred 
meaningless cascade of colours confronted me. “Well 
then, I suppose it must be goodbye,” I said, in what 
sounded like a ghastly parody of my natural voice. “It’s 
been marvellous seeing you ... talking to you. - = 

Either she took pity on my distress, or else she 
regarded it as a tribute to her feminine vanity, for she 
with an engaging air of childish regret, 
“But I’ve done all the talking—why didn’t you stop me? 
You must tell me all your news next time. We're certain 
to meet again before long - - - Won't you tell me your 
address?” 

: IT had the slightly fantastic idea t 
like a slow but dangerous missile, 
towards me for some time; while 
preoccupied, had waited too long to get out of its path 
—now it was too late; it had hit its target: myself. I 
couldn’t refuse to answer, any more than I could con- 
tinue to hold her hand, which now jerked impatiently 
in my own. At the same moment, a passer-by bumped 
into us, as if to demonstrate that we were causing an 


relaxed, saying, 


hat her last question, 
had been on its way 
I, muddle-headed and 
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obstruction by standing together there. My position all 
at once had become untenable, 7 

“I'm staying outside the town,” I muttered, hoping 
she'd be content with this vague reply. But she insisted 
on being told the name of the place, forcing me to say, 
“Eagles’ Nest”—if only it meant nothing to her! 

But, as she repeated, “Eagles’ Nest,” looking at m¢ 
rather strangely, with a dawning constraint, I knew that 

€ mere mention of the great house had produced its 


stultifying effect; that its dark shadow stretched all the 


way to where we were Standing. It didn’t surprise me to 
hear her say, “Then 


: you're much too grand to be 
standing in the street, talking to the hotel hairdresser! 
She laughed as she said it; but, because she was a little 
embarrassed, her laughter, for the first time, didn’t ring 
‘tue. Again she gave me a curious look; then, drawing 
away, waving her hand airily, she twisted round rapidly 
towards the shop and was gone. 

T could only think, “It’s al] over . . .” Everything had 
ended so quickly . .”. 5 quickly . . . As if I'd been in 
a lift going down too fast, the sudden fall of my mood 
made me almost dizzy; for a moment, a stupefied sens¢ 
of loss dominated all other feeling. Then, recovering 
slightly, 1 moved towards the shop, as if to pursue the 
Sitl, whose magic had made it possible for me to play 
the out-dated part of a young man. But, after taking 
® few steps, I turned, and walleg in the other direction, 
“membering that she would not be alone. I definitely 
did not want to meet the Manager. Yet I knew this 
— t the whole reason why I refrained from following 


Without her Tejuvenating presence, the réle I had 


go 


been playing was already starting to lose its attraction; 
Ino gical to have any aptitude for, or = 
interest in it. An uneasy suspicion that it had betraye 
me into some undefined foolishness made me want to 
forget the whole thing. But I couldn’t easily erie es 
reflexion as I'd seen it in the shop window, xis on 
appeared now before my mind’s eye, while I len ie 
not thinking of where I was going. My pana oa 
circled round it, as they might have done sept ane 
portrait, with an interest now purely alas eG 
the momentary impression of recognition ee aes 
vivid, I no longer identified myself with ae 
attractive young man, whose face I had ape a 
thick hair, blowing in the wind. Had I ever re i a 
like that? I could hardly believe it; my = i a 
seemed no more than a part of the radiant dre 
had so entirely vanished. ; ated 
“You really have dropped something, a ae ek 
The flower seller's unexpected voice aes 7 th ee 
I stopped dead, startled by her keen ee shat 
doing here, giving me shocks in the main s sae ee 
of sitting under her umbrella outside the s See 
was dressed more fashionably than our agent iti 
I observed, just beginning to collect my ees ar 
when she gave me a second and far more paees 
by offering me the envelope containing ee 
could I have dropped it without sated sua a Ade 
“You are absent-minded, aren’t you? Yo 
t fter you.” 5 
pore heel this, I paid no acne ral ae 
clock was striking again, recalling the sa a inl avtich 
suddenly fallen on me just before it struc H 


gr 


had been due, I now realized, to an unconscious com- 
— of my own Progress here with that of the hair- 
ing girl, who, inexperienced and almost a child, 
hg established herself; while I was no further 
ci than on the day we both arrived. 

Pilon ae rie another disturbing message for me, of 
i - importance. I would barely have time to 
see fe sei 3 the art shop before the car 
together and ele ae This made me pull myself 
€ous vision, I saw i pyle ae a ae 

S one moment absent, 


dreamy, i ‘i 
» Inattentive; th oa 
and alert. € next full of energy, practica 


The flower seller 


i showed no dispositi leave after 
handing over m Position to 


i Y Property; but I was absolutely deter 
ee ripe cde delay me, and, a ae her 
I did oa looked at my watch, saying, a6 
no idea it was ers forgive me for rushing off . « - I 
about an a a ate...” I believe I added something 
leisurely ‘oatie ntment, before I strode off. But the 
climates pr. G habits of those who live in warm 

m getting very far ahead. The 
ming crowded with stationary 
people strolling along three OF 
ack, I saw the woman I wae 


fic, she caught up, crossed the 
Peating my behaviour with thé 


eae on 
Ping pace with ia side, her long s 


ili te 
€ 3 
conversationaily. always in such a hurry?” she asked 
¥ continuing, in a different tone, a8 
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» and, re 


didn’t speak: “Oh, I know you're angry . . . you think 
its brazen impudence on my part, following you like 
this. But there’s a good reason for it. You may even be 
grateful one of these days.” 

She was just trying to make me curious, I decided, 
and maintained an obstinate silence. But, though I 
wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of asking a question, 
I couldn’t help being aware of her opulent figure beside 
me, and of her handsome face, animated by eyes by no 
means unintelligent, and thinking that, in other circum- 
stances, I wouldn't have objected to her company; 1t 
was only at this moment that she was an infernal 
Nuisance. 

We were approaching, I saw, th 
been my starting point and was my P' 
What should I do now? If I went in, the flower seller 
would almost certainly come too— she had the audacity 
of a dozen women—I should have to talk to the pro- 
prietor and display my sketch with her looking on. No, 
that’s out of the question,” I told myself, with such 
finality that I was remotely troubled by the new secretive: 
ness I seemed to have developed over my personal 
affairs. ; 

I forgot this side issue when my companion suddenly 
touched my arm, pointing out an island of dusty green 
in the middle of the street—the roadway branched to 
encircle it, uniting again beyond—and said, “I be to 
gO into that garden, but I’m scared of the trathc— 
Won’t you see me across?” 

Thinking I caught a glim : 
ing a smile, I looked at her rather grimly; bu e 
insisted: “Surely you can’t be so ungallant as to refuse. 


e art shop which had 
resent objective. 


pse of her white teeth flash- 
t she 
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Probably this would be the quickest way of ee 
rid of her, I decided, ertipping her arm above — eure 
and hurrying her to the other side of the FOR Tea 
cool cheek, I certainly have to hand it to you, aiess 
shortly, with reluctant admiration for her er "8 
technique. If I ran all the way, there would : stood 
just time to 80 to the shop, I was thinking, as ive’ 
like a diver on the edge of the kerb, ready to plung 
into the first break in the traffic. Kies, I 

Cars continuing to pass in an unbroken SEECA aie, 
found myself listening again to the flower seller's brane 
Which had now become coaxing and intimate, meyer’ 
ting itself persistently into my ear. “Don’t be cross iam 
me for teasing . . . I had to Bet you over here some eof 
I must speak to you privately, and I couldn't thin 
any other suitable place around here.” nder- 

“Speak to me privately—what about?” It was jee 
Standable, I thought afterwards, that in my apne find 
T should have let the question slip out. But I coul read 
no excuse for the Way I still waited there, and, ins 


: 0 
of escaping while | had the chance, did nothing to stoP 
her linking arms 


ed 
with me, so that I was firmly tether 
to her, 


é ice mulr- 
“Let's go under the trees,” her persuasive voice 


ici re won't 
mured enticingly, “Ty"1] be cooler there and the 
be so much Noise,” 


Weakly thinking, 
her lead me into the 
hypnotized me, My ¢ 
ber thinking irreleva 
to put a garden,” 
to find a less att 


” t 
“I shouldn't be doing this, in 
shade; it was almost as if she oe 
houghts were incoherent; I eae 
ntly, “What an extraordinary oy 
And, indeed, it would have been 1s 
Tactive spot than this dusty pate 
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‘ ded on every side by 
tape ein Ge allie dheaic with its fumes. Tt lacked 
mie Foasiti Se she had claimed for it: I a anne 
ie at eee that it seemed to be a — blivious 
ec oe to judge by the enlaced an Recent 
eae a the benches and among t 
Te oer tofanienormeus pee by See 

y eyes what looke : 
pe sae ae pede by the ae 
oon ial b frantically sounded has rather 
ci ‘of auamoll and ee ae craves 
: . n a small rock in mid . ‘overwhelmed 
pear ate it. I ec flood. 

t, or swept away by t as distracted by 
~ iarationties of the fact pete leaned right 
. an su 

es ane! bectaad as ee chests: bad : 
across me, eine forgetting that she'd siren to 
ine — ‘and returned it to me, ner balaice; 
ay Bes Pe, fa doing so, I somehow upset ole ser 
rg Ne aes led on my chest, — the strong 
a e eiaanid almost stifling me w! ak 
aad Poa From somewhere ae Shout 
eae heard her say, “I vn rpangeste but, 
that icture of yours—it’s cies I only muttered, 
more ere: with getting rid Ey 7 
“You had no business to look at 1 “Free myself. But she 

I was absolutely ane whee she was, for I 
Seca soe ne eee I ‘are paint 
erly rage he figures nearby had 1 
two of the i 
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their amorous play in order to stare at us. Seeing their 
smiles, I realized it must look as if I were trying to repel 
my companion’s unwelcome advances, while she had me 
at her mercy; and, unwilling to provide these onlookers 
with any more entertainment, I kept quiet, in spite of 
my discomfort. 
‘This the flower seller seemed to misinterpret, for shé 
said, “You needn't worry because I’ve seen it. I dont 
Bossip about what doesn’t concern me. I wouldn't get 
anyone into trouble if I could help it—certainly not 
you. There's something I rather like about you, you 
know, although you're so stand-offish.” At last she 
straightened up, enabling me to withdraw, much to my 
relief, though she still kept a grip on my arm. “But, for 
heavens’ sake, don’t let anyone else see it,” she went 0n- 
I'm only saying this for your good. You're a strange!— 
you don’t understand our ways . . . which aren’t always 
as simple as they appear.” 
Though I knew I ought to hurry away, her remarks 
made me inquisitive, and, in spite of myself, I felt more 
iad towards her because she'd said she liked me: 8° 
listened, while she said, “Don’t take this the ToS 
way—T'm only trying to help. It's dangerous to get mix 
UP with things you don’t understand—as I hear youre 
apt to do.” 


“Who told you that? 1 interrupted, rather indig’ 
nantly; but instead of answering, she said, “Never minc- 
ti remember you don’t know very much about us 
a true where you come from may be false ne 
Atte our standards are different—anyhow, I dread ¢ 


hat would have ha; i ng person 
had got hold eae, seein if the wrong P' 
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“Oh, come, now!” I protested, smiling. fe been 
swallow that. I may be an ignorant eS ee 
can’t make me believe my ste ce oul 
into trouble. You must be pulling my ‘¢6- ied: 

With te trace of an answering smile, he gee 
“I was never more serious in my life: ne 
desperately, “Oh, how am I to convince Yds discon- 

I looked at her blankly; and I supp’ “as "frst time, she 
certed by my astounded face, for, for the characteristic, 
lost the assurance that seemed her main Probably 
and released me almost as if in ae en! that she 
it was to cover this momentary ee al confi- 
went on talking, rapidly regaining her orig 


dence and aplomb. : ice, while 
“T may as Ei give you another piece ee De aia 
I'm about it: take it easy, relax, oat may lead to 
don’t rush about the place as you wah won't get you 
Success in your part of the world, he : aa such a hurry 
anywhere at Eagles’ Nest. And don't be son, things that 
to make changes, either. It stands to eae hundreds of 
have been going on in the same way 
years can’t be changed in five rail surveying 
“There’s something in that,” I admitth™. 


ith an 
: ore concerned wi 
her speculatively, though I was molt vents, “How 


idea of my own than with her prone Eagles’ Nest and 
do you come to know such a om ° 
its ways?” I asked; but got no reply. cise of 

My vpiation might have been lost eed ee steps 
traffic, for now the flower seller uae es Jd of vision. I 
away, and was no longer fully in my ae may only 
couldn't be certain what she was doing: 


: A s that she 
have touched her hair; but my impression wa 
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made a gesture of some sort, as if waving to someone on 
the other side of the street. I guessed there must a 
somebody she didn’t want me to see over there, for a 7 
of a sudden she was in a great hurry to leave, saying 
hasty goodbye, and then turning back, her smile aaa 
out brilliantly as she called, “Don’t forget what I’ve to! . 
you . . . and take care not to lose anything else befor 
we meet again,” 1 
She then plunged into the traffic so recklessly that 
had to smile when I remembered her excuse for getting 
me into the garden, I lost sight of her while I made rh 
Own way across rather more prudently; until, on ‘ 
other side, I caught a glimpse of a figure not unlike her! 
turning a corner besi the 
driving her out of my thoughts, ss 
the hour at which I’d arranged t 
meet the chauffeur. The man had his orders to stat’ 
back then, and Certainly wouldn’t contravene them by 
waiting more than @ minute or two for me to turn up - 
There was no longer any question of taking my pictur’ 
to the shop, but only of whether, by racing straight to 
the meeting place, I could avoid being left behind. The 
* {% still waiting—though with the 
engine Tunning and the driver looking out for va 
€ street—more than compensated i 
t over the sketch. I even felt an u® 
acknowledged reli 


es ef at being absolved from the necessitY 
of deciding at onc 


advice. The Conscious, 


my disappointmen 


€t, More instinctual level, that it seemed possible 
she Might be right, 
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EIGHT 


iasti- 
Now for my talk with Penny, I thought Th tp ad 
cally, when I got back from the a abortive; and 
Proved unexpectedly tiring, as well a desultory way, 
when, after looking for the secretary eS I decided 
[lee Coal ea ec 
that our soncratlon ne ae for ie Inter: 
ee Sas ae and I'd still seen ania ae ae 
I was very surprised then to be told ' the. siperiion of 
waited on by the peasants, acces first time such a 
either butler or footmen. It was erie about this 
thing had happened, and I Cad uestioning the 
wholesale absenteeism. I even trie a finding that 
white-uniformed waiters, but soon ga i standing 
they all responded in the same pre hands in white 
before me with downcast eyes, thetic either unable 
cotton gloves dangling meek i pa : 
or unwilling to uae phen I blamed myself ioe 
i rather , overcom 
iene oa humane quality cee va es assumed. 
the barrier of their ae a meal, not daring 
was hurry ’ ivin, 
se ae irksome ceremonial ee hae ie 
Offence; thankful when at last it was over, 
sees the long solitary evening confronted me with 
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San a ordeal. With a book in my hand, I 
aayehes om Toom to room, unable to settle down 
sive atmos nhc conscious than ever before of the oppres- 
to tolerance: of the silent great house, which seemed 
servants pe only on suffrance. I could imagine the 
ing me out ts upon me, were I to sit down, throw- 
trace of m, Ot satisfied till they'd removed the least 

* MY presence, and restored the room to its 
- The fantasy seemed so prepos- 
ee to sit down at once; I would 
i ok. Everything possible had been 
Provided for my comfort; tee ae tian chairs, softly: 
the boxes of cigarettes temptingly ope®, 
ff in a museum. Though I'd 


ig my lonely and restless prowl. 

indefinite position in the house- 
I supposed, for making all its 

> at the same time stirring 


some qd ° 

focus, ae recollection I couldn't b: ring into 

associations, Sturbed me with its lost unhappy 
The absolute 


Went on, until j 
: been hardly end 


events. Distant reminders of my lost 
my Nerves and intruded upon ™Y 


snatches of talk en gtcksround of my thoughts, with 


were the only disturbers of the intense hush. Aroused by 
the brief visit to more lively scenes, all my instincts 
rebelled against this solemn grandeur, which surrounded 
Me now with its blank silent hostility, repressive, 
inhuman, dead. 

“Tonight the place is more like a morgue than a 
museum,” I thought, looking at my watch, only to find 
that barely five minutes had passed since I last looked 
at it—it seemed more like five hours. When would 
Penny come back? Why had she gone off without telling 
me? Unwillingly, I had to admit that I actually missed 
her. Though I never seemed to feel anything more 
than a sort of amused tolerance for her company, I now 
very much wished she were here, if only to act as a 
buffer between me and this appalling weight of silence, 
which made its oppressiveness felt almost physically. 
Trying to find some rational explanation of it, I won- 
dered whether the heaviness in the air meant the 
approach of a storm. 

The heat was certainly greater than usual, and showed 
no sign of abating, though darkness had long since 
fallen. When I came, in the course of my wanderings, 
to those parts of the house which were not air-condi- 
tioned, I found them stifling, and hurried back to the 
cooler rooms. But there the sense of being hermetically 
Sealed up was claustrophobic and almost worse, driving 
me on again. 

Finding myself at the foot of the staircase, I suddenly 
made up my mind, early as it was, to go to my own 
room. It would be infernally hot; but I should at least 
be able to sit and read there without being made to feel 
like a trespasser. Just as I started up, the sound of a 
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door opening made me pause, thinking, “Here she 
wea at last,” irritated with Penny for going out, and 
with myself for my irrational irritation. 

That anyone else could be coming, never entered my 
head. It was quite a shock to see the butler threading 
his way through the magnificent furniture. He only 
wished me a 


quiet Good evening, as he passed, but I 
felt unreasonably disconcert 


have gone out dressed like that, But, if he 
n off duty, why had he not officiated at 
once, influenced, no doubt by the flower- 
Sot the impression that something 
mysterious was Going on in the house, of which I knew 
butler’s black retreating form suddenly 
looked Secretive, and, on a sudden impulse, I called out, 
Just 2 moment!” 

“Yes, sir?” The man-servant turned, looking up at 
me with professional deference, and a total lack of any 
other €xpression, 
ere’s the Secretary?” I asked, chasing an idea I 
Has she gone into the town? 


eeing in my mind’. y skirt 
vanishing tou Y mind’s eye the flick of a grey 


: nd a corner, beside a substantial figure 
Pemibly belonging to the flower seller who was so well- 
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design? It all seemed to depend on nen y on 
extract the right information from the _— ee 
of the stairs. His deferentially inclined ae a as 
all that I wanted to know. “Why didn’t s = S = 
the car with me?” I asked, looking down on tha 
i en. 
era peer ete cautious reply, con 
had no intention of going when your trip eerie a oat 
“So she went on the spur of the ann ipo 
my eyebrows, knowing perfectly well u ie pe oe 
bility of any impulsive act of this kind, Se 
those subjected to the ee ae of bag: 
this, no response was forthco: 5: nae 
ee doen on the long-faced aa ee 
locked receptacle of secrets, into which ee al 
break, I wondered what sort of man he bars! a as 
now, I seemed never to have looked ake pe ai 
uniform, as though those clothes of es soe ia 
an impenetrable disguise. And now, si nee 
long and steadily, I still failed to sauteed paneer 
sional impassive facade; I didn’t know 
i investigation. . : if 
ss nes cuieady well aware of his supe Pe 
tion, was now surveying me as ape peer 
shall I let him know?” Something of tiie xed 
really have been in his mind, for, ne oars 
upon me, he said deliberately: “The honeceaptes 
she was looking tired, and told her to 
fF.” i 
es For an instant, I a Lares ae 
unfamiliar title; then I thought indign: : cits : 
was the secret”: though I'm pretty sur 
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was as i 
cool, sig rhe Certainly, my voice sounded perfectly 
8, “So the Administrator has come back . - -” 


“Yes sir, Hi A 
left." © returned this morning, shortly after you 


T fanci " 
satisfaction, oe tone contained a good deal of 
I turned it = , afraid of what my face might reveal, 
hanging atone from him, looking up at the gallery, 
head was pene a mysterious ship of shadows. My 
long have you ie with questions I didn’t ask: “How 
you tell me? Which « he was coming today? Why didn’t 
I simply said: “wil you got the news first?” etc. But 
im some time this een aoe ask if I can speak to 
“Tim afrai ning?” 
Seeing no yes that won’ t be possible, sir. The master is 
The snleeak until the morning.” 
Was no longer ae floated up to me from the man I 
aware as if we aa ing at, but of whom I was as acutely 
arrival, a sort of ee been face to face. Ever since mY 
Now, by a swift efensive antagonism had divided v5: 
capably joined unexplained transition, we were unes- 
fying, a8 though a mot, Combat; which I found grati 
evelopment of th necessary step had been taken in the 
Hon, I continued € situation, Slowly and with delibera- 
as I could, and on my way upstairs, saying, as frigidly 
obliged, all the es turning my head: “I'd be 
pis there's any oe would ask. I'll be in mY 
‘oug] I . 5 7 
See me that ne expect the Administrator t0 
even receive n°, ait Seemed improbable that he would 
¥ Tequest—the excitement I'd felt at the 


ny e 
§ out something important did not 
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A restless craving for action possessed me now; the 
very last thing I wanted to do was sit down and read. 
I took my coat off, and switched on the fan, in spite of 
which dark patches of sweat were soon spreading over 
my shirt in the ovenlike heat. There was a conspiracy 
against me; that was obvious. With extreme vividness, 
I pictured the butler standing with Penny in some dark 
corner, whispering, and glancing at me conspiratorially, 
as I innocently passed by, unaware of their presence as 


of their interest. ? 
I particularly resented Penny's duplicity, which struck 
pardonable. She 


me as exceptionally mean—quite un) 
must have sent me into the town so that I'd be out of 
the way when the A. arrived, giving him the impression 
I'd gone off to amuse myself instead of waiting to 
welcome him, while she stayed at her post, working 
herself to death. What a two-faced little schemer she 
was! I ought to have been guided by my intuition, 
instead of fighting against the vague distrust I'd had of 
her all along. It was exasperating to think I'd wasted 
pity on her, while all the time she'd been in league with 
the butler, my arch-enemy. 

Wiping my face with my handkerchief, vaguely mean- 
ing to look at it in the mirror, I found that one of 
nt unconscious acts one some- 


those strangely significa : 
times performs had brought me in front of the picture, 
once a source of enchantment, but now only associated 
with depression and sense of loss. Suddenly it seemed 
important to find out why my feelings about it had 
changed—far more important than the petty intrigues 
of a butler and an inefficient secretary. How could I 
have allowed such trivialities to fill my mind? - 
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Switching on all the lights, I filled the room with a 
soft clear brilliance in which everything was unequi- 
vocal and distinct as in the comfortable light of day. 
But then, while ] was staring at the picture intently, my 
eyes seemed unable to focus correctly, a change took 
Place in the very quality of the light, changing even the 
outer aspect of familiar everyday forms, It was as though 
the light itself broke into countless diamond-facets, 
which moved, mothlike, in front of the portrait, 2 
fluttering glimmering Swarm, radiantly encircling and 
outlining the painted head with their winglike pulsating 
flames . , , And, while this was happening before my 
eyes, a corresponding upsurge of potent magic swept 
me towards the sky, where burning clouds stood like 


a . . . i 4 
ngels, serenely bright, their Incandescent wings of pro 
tection spread wide. 


his happened instantaneo 

dous win 
Sraining down . . . like feathers, 
- : + blowing along dark corridors 
oe a already an almost fallen exper 
oe Hie s fF nenticity already doubtful . . . night- 
darkness anti a Rear-tropical heat and the heavy 
titties: ot ot *+ certainly wasn't asleeep; but 
two states pa Swale a. Suspended between a 
I now added ie at Ties @ sense of loss; to which 
enchantment tho eh ny Of the picture’s spell-binding 

iy ine ugh not of its actual spell. 

naturally out Sonsdlate Sensation might have grown 
Sigiee OF that loss, 55 subtly, so imperceptibly, 
Sraduall ae me; a sadness I couldn’t trace. Only 
y by slow degrees, and keeping my eyes fixed 
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on those sombre colours, did I become aware of their 
responsibility for my dismay; as if the painting a 
conditioned my frame of mind—whereupon its eg 
cross hatchings began to fill me with such ae : : 
might have been caught and imprisoned hope: ess - 
the complex brush strokes. Yet, being still suscep 
to its fascination, I was also charmed, oscillating ie 
the poles of attraction and repulsion, I had no roe 
idea of what I was supposed to have seen. . W 
revelation . . . what face . . . I was further than bs 
from knowing anything about the picture, or my fee me 
for it. And suddenly, at the height of my eee : 
indecision, all emotional content seemed with en 
from it; I was looking at an oblong of darkness, a ho 
in the wall, and that was all. 
This I took, without knowing why, as an ange 
my own independence, as if I had escaped serge ml 
thing dangerously strong. Now sacha ere a 
longer perturbed me. Not yet having : nae 
Portrait consciously with the hero-figure of my ago 
ings, I had no cause to connect the peer bo 
my ambivalent feelings. But, as I pulled the ee — 
my chest, to which it was damply vs eae ae 
away from that part of the room, my thoug! ear 
same time turned to him; and I began to r 
must be somehow involved. ; 
Had I been deceiving myself about my truce ees 
for him, in much the same way as, for a ries 
deluded myself into believing I was enjoying mene a 
of Eagles’ Nest? I was far too bewildered ts i i 
then; but I seemed to have been too much un' 
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influence in the Past; now I had broken away. ith 
None of this, I Perceived, had any connexion He 
the need to clear my reputation and prevent the bu " 
from blackening it any more. And, the incoherent, ae a 
dreaming state I'd been trying to explore giving eae 
to more lucid thought, I saw—glancing at my Lee 
that it was too late now to hope for an interview b 
morning. But I couldn't 


; Z he 
. My first intention was to record all that related to t 
c 


candour, neith, 
But I soon saw 


: ‘d 
100 long; in order to make everything perfectly clear J 


. itten 
have to write a whole book. The sheets already writt 
were more than ab 


er 
expected to read. I tore them up, and started all ov’ 
again; this time 


i merely writing a short note requesting 
an immediate interview. to 
» it was some time before I was see 

sleep. And, lying awake in the hot darkness, I deci 

to make Upjoh: he 
rather than one of his Pale-skinned superiors. ie 
had lately become more friendly, I was surprised, a it 
the time came, by the vehemence of his refusal; unt! 
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occurred to me that he must be afraid of aie 
when I explained that I would take all cei een a 
his conduct; if anyone asked him, ne ry gold rein- 
ordered him to take the letter. I wishe Dae 
justice, he didn’t seem to be holding thi to me that 
was more as if he wanted to say pins i as, locked 
was beyond the scope of his small vocabu! mh gazed at 
in the dumb distress of his nS: si 
me out of eyes melancholy as those of hat to es as my 
When I at last managed to pea te, he departed, 
messenger, and, reluctantly taking Gee tice him an 
Ponies fo dene ic eeaiteponiciey making 
iscouragemeni " ing me, 
ane apo et to tad start. Besides Bn 7 
his melita had ay are out of bed, 
couldn’t hurry. Although a Jentless heat. Even as 
i dy, limp in the relentless sive; 
ae nee aay a this, the air was aie eee 
the litver brushes belonging to sate oc on my way 
Se bn ROU D. ee eae gallery, 
SoG Lipase troush ie sora shivering, All 
den drop in temperatu fan, and, as I 
ue had been lying Eaaeleaiate posibility of 
entered the dining-room, : at the back of my 
: ind of chill was ° . 
ineriy ae slight headache I'd only just 
ice left the 
eens hoping Penny would have anaar: ~ aceahes 
Toom. But she was still sitting Tie ae sat down 
had been dismissed. I 7 as mace active resentment; 
without looking at her. I fe 
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a ae the energy to be angry with her; I simply didn’t 
. to talk, or to bother with her at all. My coming 


ee i ees ignore this sham Quaker girl, sitting 
feel her e a tter wouldn’t melt in her mouth. I could 
willing es Pea ali the time; she seemed to be 
by the struge], aoe her; and my will, already depleted 
to hold ig © with Upjohn’s, had not enough strength 
against her, Suddenly realizing that, even 

' told me about the return of our mutual 


iad words, 
om me before could Stop them. This made me 


I'd do i 
ne the very thing I most wished to avoid, an 


IS : . 
moderate die tted to it, I went on in a more 
i * “ont you think it was a pretty mean 


tri : : 
fone me into town yesterday?” 
answering, she simply gave me her round- 


eyed 
nie oe utterly at a loss, “Oh, spare me the 
T exclaimed, in disgust. “You know 25 


well as I do 
Way when re sera wanted me out of the 
“No, no!" 


the 


information she still withheld, indicating that the butler 
must have reported what he'd said to me on the stairs. 
The mental picture invoked by the thought of their 
collusion so disgusted me that I again burst out 
viciously: 

“I can understand that long-faced bastard in black 
hating me because he was made to look small on my 
account the day I first came. But why you take sides with 
him is beyond me. I should have thought I’d have been 
much more use to you as a friend than an enemy— 
frankly, I think you've behaved like a perfect fool.” 

The girl’s consternation increased visibly as I was 
Speaking, and now she gasped, “No! You've got it all 
Wrong! It isn’t like that at all!” half rising, then sink- 
ing back, as if overcome, and gazing at me wide-eyed, 
murmuring: “Surely you can’t really think I'm your 
enemy?” 

Though she went on repeating, “You've got every- 
thing wrong!” I was too firmly convinced of her deceit- 
fulness to consider anything she might say, and, inter- 
Tupting, forced her to listen to me. ; 

“Don’t you see the mess all this double-crossing is 
bound to get you into finally?” I asked sternly. “You 
can’t keep me away from the A. for ever, and when I 
See him, the truth will come out. It won’t sound very 
nice, what you've been up to . . .” There was no reply. 
And her silence made me see how crushed and miserable 
she looked, staring at the dregs in her cup, while one 
hand strayed aimlessly on the tablecloth, making foolish 
‘effectual motions, and looking lost and pathetic. 
Suddenly it was if a stern voice told me, “And what 
You're doing doesn’t look very nice, either.” Suddenly 
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I didn’t w: 
ant to Say any more, even though she was the 


butler’s ac + 8 

capable ers rae Simply in order to show that I was 
“The truth ae the pair of them, I concluded: 
I said this porenmes ene soonest than you think!” 
T had secret =. €ntously, trying to make her believe 
which I was surge ces of which she knew nothing; in 
me a frightened | singly successful, for she quickly gave 
ones fou and asked what I meant. 
her eyes were Betti Occasion, I had the impression that 
at me; but this ead bigger and rounder as they gazed 
deadly as gun mu me they didn’t suggest anything 
like pathos I'4 zzles, merely reminding me of the ape 
a Noticed in Upjohn’s eyes, helpless, dumb 
Creature . were ill-treating an animal, 
ightening is Ny in my power. I sian go on 
tricked and betr. as she deserved it for the way she 
80 scared,” I said ayed me. “There's no need to look 
T only meant th: pudorny. all the good work I'd done. 
Tsenta Note dekine ue be seeing the A. this morning: 
™ sure he will.” os to spare me a few minutes, and 
hoped Mould, I spoke in a casual manner 
Normalize the situation a? 

towards the girl a full stop. I really felt well-disposed 
» Sorry I had upset her. Nothing could 
more than her extravagant melo 


as shi ing out in a waili istracte 
€ ran round the table: ee distrac ; 
you have to do it a ..? Why.- 


‘ad jumped 
4P too; but, impeded by the folds of 
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the tablecloth, and by the large table napkin that had 
wrapped itself round my knees, I was not quick enough 
to prevent her clutching me by both arms, pinning them 
to my sides, Through the sleeves, her fingers dug pain- 
fully into my flesh, she shook me to and fro with such 
rough violence that my hair fell over my eyes, blinding 
me, and reminding me again of my headache, which 
this treatment did not improve. 

“Stop it! Let me go! immediately, do you hear me?” 
I ordered, as fiercely as was possible in the circum- 
stances. “Have you gone crazy?” It was difficult to free 
myself without hurting her; she seemed quite insensitive 
to any pain. I was obliged to use a certain amount of 
force to control her, not daring to let go of her in case 
she started the tussle all over again. Then she burst 
into tears like a child, openly blubbering, while I wiped 
her face with my handkerchief, and patiently explained: 
‘There's nothing to cry about. I'm not going to report 
you—I never meant to. I only said that to give you a 
fright and show you what a dangerous game you were 


playing.” 

Cautiously, I released her, very glad to see that her 
violence was spent. But she still went on crying, drop- 
ping her face in her hands, tears dripping through her 
fingers, Hadn't she heard me? Didn't she understand? 
Or what was the reason for this excessive and prolonged 
grief? “Listen! I shan’t say 2 word about you to anyone 
—have you got that?” I gave her a little shake as I 
spoke, to make sure she was listening. “You can trust 
me. I’m not an informer . . . It’s not the fashion where 
Icome from . . .” I smiled down at her, a little touched, 


a little amused, and very bewildered. 
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of her at the ae ave up hope of getting any sense out 

into her hands Teh simply pushing my handkerchief 
aba i nly wa . 4 ” 

came indistinctly out Gout to like me a little, 


T m€ to keep cool and clear-headed for 
‘Ww, her crying had started to under- 
with this realization, indignant 
ae Temains of my gentler feel- 
: _ Why she was crying, I was only 
her to ae, aie my own ae = tt I urged 
butlergellew n g in a sharper tone: “That damned 
Minute, For ieee. >) some Biepins sound i) 
he turns up—or a : me pull yourself together before 
Out,” but couldn't ““_—" I wanted to say, “Or else get 
Seemed justified 5 ave manage this crudity, though it 
a Was Nothing ard ie poe eine ee peen 
it would be if the What a luscious titbit of scandal 
Hetench, a € butler were to find her shut up it 
The menicion | in floods of tears . . ‘ 

thrust its way ist S conng at the back of my mind at last 
noise of na” to consciousness, swelling until, like the 

ying, it filled the room. “I believe you 


want som 
eo 
me » one to find us— ou’. ; 4 
tae you're trying to compromise 
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Staring at her bent head and heaving shoulders, I was 
thinking that if she were innocent, she would surely try 
to refute the charge, or at least deny it. But she didn’t 
even look up; her only response was a fresh outburst of 
sobbing. All I could see was her foreshortened brow; 
and, in my own head, these two conspirators, hatefully 
whispering. Instead of the girl who a moment ago had 
aroused my compassion, I seemed to be dealing with an 
actress, a schemer, who played whatever part suited her 
dubious plans—whose crocodile tears had deceived me. 

Pressing my hand to my forehead, I suddenly won- 
dered why I was still standing there. I should have 
walked out of the room and left her some minutes ago. 
Why hadn’t it occurred to me to end the situation by 
this simple method? Now, when I turned to the door, 
I saw it beginning to open, and realized that I'd waited 
too long; until it was too late. ; 

Murmuring, “Talk of the devil .. .” I hastily put 
on an indifferent face with which to confront the butler; 
who, having taken in the situation at a glance, there- 
after kept his eyes to the front, and his expression 
discreetly blank. Penny might have been invisible to 
him, as she fled past and out of the room, her face still 
hidden in the large handkerchief. He did not look at 
me either, or gave any sign of having heard me speak, 
merely announcing, as if to the world at large, that the 
Administrator would send for me in an hour s time. 
Then he withdrew, closing the door behind him without 
a sound. 

“Well, that’s torn it,” I said to myself. For some 
reason, this childish comment amused me, and I con- 
tinued in the same vein, telling myself with unconvin- 
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cing bravado that I mi 
it would Probably be 
believe I even swallowe 
before I too left the ro 


ight as well finish my ayrena 
my last meal at Eagles’ Nest. 


d some mouthfuls of tepid coffee 
om. 
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. e of m 

After the coolness downstairs, the ane sancti the 
Vege ee ee ees, ye 
windows, was enervating as that of - nd then pressed 
hut the door, I tugged off my jacket a Algona yee 
ty ands tomy head Te vas not aching bly —n has 
a thom was an ominous feeling as if ery thoughts 
me lly tightened behind my forehead. = sound of 
ae in the utmost disorder, and t a teak 
— em still intermittently insinuate 

enny’s h ~, 
ee Bi ind cittvontdy staged eed 
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We Ge Ge ¢ cova cool off GL” I ciglie, going 
‘It’s no he ee and leaning out as far a 
across to Y 
eet one ang The awning cut id : ‘fe 

— Eis view, and below I saw an rae 
oe ‘i ellow flowers, like eee g aoe 
sepa ee “feel ee than ever. eee | blade, 
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ng controlling the blind: i nce 

shot § the blind; which at o 

Giivlan te oe o Teach, leaving me exposed to the full 

mas t of blazing sunshine. 

sudden impacc’ cs, because I was half-blinded by the 

Sign of ian ne light that I could see no 

Sprinkling th lature rainstorms that should have been 
& the flowers. It took me a few more seconds 


to realize that the Wat here Onl) & 
1 gist ! 
t . Was not t . : 
believe that, for the fir i 


and, indeed, it was 


than the cli 
cli 
Secret world tad ee ay those experiences by which the 
to its existence. ie ume to time, drawn my attention 
i Pm underlying significance of these 


slight unreality to all appearances. The gardens, flat as 
a painted backcloth, seemed bleached to ghostliness by 
the sun; the distant rocks hovered imponderable in the 
fluidity of their countless mutations; the judge-shaped 
crags floated like ephemeral landmarks in a dream— 
with faint surprise, I saw that today they were wearing 
a new adornment; a white wispy ethereal sprouting of 
Wigs or wings. But I scarcely had time to perceive this 
new whiteness—not associating it with cloud since I'd 
never seen a cloud in the sky here—before all thought 
of it was obliterated by a glimpse of what I was waiting 
for: I had a sudden inkling of the secret; of shadow 
and substance made one; of my everyday personality 
merged with the stranger self of which I was only some- 
times aware. Then the moment of revelation was gone, 
before I had grasped it . . . and the mountain at which 
I was gazing slid gently forward and fell apart. 

For a second I felt slightly dizzy, but this soon passed, 
leaving me with no feeling either of reality of or sur- 
prise. A mountain had broken in pieces, and that was 
all. I was not concerned with the conduct of mountains, 
but with that barely glimpsed integration of inter- 
related patterns; the harmony reconciling all discords, 
resolving all conflicts, that, if only I could understand 
it, should lead to total awareness and total understand- 
ing, explain everything, and put me in contact with the 
reality of the universe. . 

But there were too many distractions. Already the 
inward vision was growing dim, overshadowed by what 
was happening in front of my eyes; which was spec: 
tacular enough to stir the most stolid observer. As I 
Watched the massive judicial outline grow up again, 
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intact, in the sky, some still-functioning rational ae 
of my brain told me I had witnessed an optical re 
due to cloud formation. But the secret sub-world - 
dreams and magic was all the time encroaching mee 
the real, as, one after another, the mountains fell, broke, 
and grew together again, 

Only a small co 
local weather frea 


pour down, a weird Ww 
Out of the sky. Materi 


the astounding cat 


began coiling back on 

upward Spray, 

Eagles’ nest had been 5 
recari 


a p ious survival o 
Cascade. But ] d 


pared for the moment; pati 
n the edge of that uneart 5 
idn’t doubt that in due course it * 
would be engulfed, with all its treasures, doomed ’ 
whatever now-broken spell had conjured its sac 
beauty out of the stony waste-land; a beauty owe 
Meant to give Pleasure to human eyes, the destructiO’ 
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it ai outlandish loveliness charme eo. ite fens 
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spel in atetice. when I escaped aes 
ren tee life at the store in dreams 
round o 
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an enchanter mele: Yet I irrationally a. 
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tant, or woul. 
ble, I let aad take place, Carefree and irresponsi- 
acceptance, no sing] = without circumspection in easy 
world; until, eae chnite tie binding me to the solid 
unexpected movem Pting this peaceful dissociation, an 
One of the beset below happened to catch my eye 
great bed of fiery ales gardeners was crouching in the 
truding, tortoise-like ta his head and shoulders pro- 
up at me Open«mouth, tween their tough stems, gaping 
with which I m re ed, with the same fascinated fixity 
of cloud. As ne had been watching the fabulous fall 
he scrambled off o as the man knew he'd been noticed, 
agility of a wo n all fours, with the awkward scuttling 
ice sight so repulsive to me 
fn red to my surroundings. 
i, ‘Bache ts : vanished, I turned away 
sway. 1 Nii room, where reality of @ 
eat aie to wake up to the claims 
: ethtens © aware of the heat, of my 
een preparing. But nar or Which I ought to have 
things was grudpi ut my acknowledgement of these 
the other world 5g and incomplete. The attraction of 
And » of a dream, was still suencuit 
oo when a footman came 
to be acti ° occupied by the head a 
tom ing in a charade, I couldnt 
€ real, as I went with him 


I was bei 
, Ng esco i 
of execution or aa. by this young flunky to a place 


incredib] lal... Ise : 
sie lier ea ae 
s > ved. 

il felt comfortably cate gree my 
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destiny—which was outside my control, governed by the 
extraneous influence of that fantastic and extraordinary 
spectacle in the sky—because I had for the last few 
minutes been out of touch with the magic cloud-fall, I 
now began to feel slightly anxious; I needed to assure 
myself of its continued existence. As soon as I was left 
alone to wait, my first act, before even looking round 
the room, was to rush to the nearest window. That 
spectral cascade, the apotheosis of the unreal, had 


become for me the only reality. 
But, to my great disappointment, th 
air-conditioned room were covered by venetian blinds, 


the slats of which appeared to have been fixed perman- 
I was unable to make them admit 


while the space between 
hing whatever was to be 


e windows of the 


ently; at all events, 
any more of the feeble light; 
remained so narrow that not! 


seen outside. 
Frustrated in this way, altogether deprived of my 


insulating vision, I once again had the impression that 
I was waking up to reality. And, this time, the awaken- 
ing was much more complete. Shocked to realize I had + 
forgotten all about the interview I had requested so 
urgently, I made my first serious effort to return to the 
concrete world, fixing my attention resolutely on what 
was in front of me. 

d almost 


I was in an office-like room, plainly an 
marked contrast to the sumptuous- 


house. With vague dismay, I saw 
a solitary dark picture hanging over the desk, which, in 
the dimness, seemed to be a replica of the one in my 
room. But, going closer, I was relieved to find that this 
was unmistakeably a portrait of the Administrator, 
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severely furnished, in 
ness of the rest of the 


though painted in such low tones as to be 
able except at close quarters, 

It was a further 
headache had beco: 


unrecogniz- 


me at a time when J 
of my original promi 


Ong Period of failure had inter- 
vened, 

The Administrator Sat down at the desk under the 
window, where he was in shad. 


the chair °pposite, But, 
and, as I i 


i bordering 
ive at Eagles’ Nest in a state ae 
a alhane eae account a oe ie 
: g u 
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hat t 
see that I’m quite reliable and conscientious . ie 
the least irresponsible . . , that’s why I'm so con the 
to begin at once . . -” Iwas all the time iran ae os 
dark shape Opposite, distracted by the lack niedlyé 
response and only just remembered to add pager ae 
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It’s done me a lot of good. I needed it, I can cabal 
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unbroken silence w 
bing. Then, all of a 
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assuming all alon 
Capacity, I'd mad 
tor; a man of his 
feel embarrassed, 
Paid Position, or 
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med 
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Sse aig a beh I ‘ about phe Ae 
cor ae ‘ch I’d set such high hopes, 4 eos 
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almos | 
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Ways, so 
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work, I h than I : 
be e ied away, for I actually slipped one arm 
been ite carri Ys 


ing off his 
it li boy showing 
£ its sleeve, and flexed it like a boy 
out of its s ‘ eee 
escription 
sa, on nee aoe se shad I felt 
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eo ain. How dark it wa’ a mans 
. : ve 
he dow mtn < eee ‘ie midnight than 
the downward riv ee night than 
ie a - icture had — e crete te 
eye sen: A a eaeaat to wart =e 
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~ mine ; 2 aber heer tastic glorification. 
con ene itness its sudden fan Sate wk 
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Siadowarte —- had re-appeared, di 
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” I must have 


d this was 


i : 
ane oe or rather, in the light of the painted 
by Sieniuonee munatory and impressive, surrounded 
the man ten 4 Immediately, as I stared incredulously, 
just in front i reir TE was stood up, placing himself 
to emanate fro : ye its glimmering radiance seemed 
fixed on the cae 1s person. If I hadn't had my eyes 
the picture had oa I would never have noticed how 
effect would jive be lit up first, and the supernatural 
in spite of my cont en much more telling. Even now, 
I couldn’t help Sales t for the childish theatrical trick, 
ennobled by ; ng Impressed by that fabulous figure, 
But he . encircling brightness, 

whelmed me Wien _ disgusted, disillusionment ove!- 
descend, with ig did he take me for? How could he 
fraud, fit only to ne a People, to such an infantile 
Obviously, I had eeu credulous ignorant peasants? 
hero-benefactor digee altogether mistaken in him. MY 
in my imagination nt exist, never had existed, except 
the phospheresce n. Now I felt I hated him for assuming 
—T hated ever a halo that had destroyed my illusion 
wanted to tga In the world, Remembering how I'd 
People to know out on Christmas Eve and compel 

me, I believed that I'd really hated them 


Passionately, thoy h i 
human contact, fn at the time I had been longing for 


But another memor 
om beneath the obli 
no longer Suppre 
even my eyes—J 
transparency of a 
the loftier ceiling 


Y Was painfully resurrecting itself 
tvion I had heaped upon it; I could 
SS its ominous stirrings, which affected 
Saw the shadowy room through the 
Nother, where bookshelves soared tO 
hte library of the town house in 
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which I'd worked for this same man long ago. His large 
white hand, well-shaped, marmoreal, ghostly, shuttling 
back and forth there, re-wove the shame and anguish of 
that long-dead day; while, in the present, his low but 
resounding voice dramatically proclaimed: 

“You will not be working in any capacity at Eagles’ 
Nest.” 

The words, thrown without warning into the midst of 
my double-time, were in some way horribly startling 
and shocking, investing everything with a nightmare 
instability; The dimensions of the room still seemed 
fluid, unstable, even though the library faded out, 
leaving only the grievous sense of what had occurred 
there. No wonder instinct had warned me against 
coming here, I thought; the bitterness of betrayal, added 
to the bitterness of unmerited failure, now burst out in 
the words: 

“I suppose this is your idea of a joke! I suppose you 
think it's amusing to bring me all this way just to tell 
me you've no use for me here. Of course you never 
meant me to stay, because of that old story about my 


discharge——” I stopped, with the sensation of pulling 
as heavy and 


up on the edge of a precipice. Every word w’ 

dangerous with the influence of the past, and I dared 
Not go on. A train seemed to be roaring through my 
head, where, like a carpet unrolling, I saw all the towns 


and villages, the lakes, forests, mountains, rivers, past 
e—and must travel all 


which I had travelled to get her 
that way back again; the tremendous journey had been 
for nothing. FoR NOTHING . . . FOR NOTHING . . . the 
wheels chattered faster and faster, chasing along lines 
of pain at the back of my eyes, which ended abruptly, 
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twisted, torn up... to my horror, I found myself 
blinking back tears. . . 

Another silence was growing up in the room, while I 
stood silent and downcast, stunned. After my brief out 
burst, I no longer felt angry or even indignant. What 
Was the use of talking? It was too late to change any- 
thing. I couldn’t even make the effort of lifting my head. 
I didn’t want to see or hear anything more in this room; 
especially, I didn’t want to see or hear any more of this 
man, who made use of calculated effects of lighting and 
Besture, and spoke with an actor’s voice. When some 
move of his compelled my attention, it seemed to require 
my whole Strength to look up. : 

No fire-ringed dramatic figure confronted me now. 
Daylight, or as much of it as the room had held origit™ 
ally, had returned. The picture was once more unillum- 
mated. So much I observed at one glance, letting ™Y 
8aze settle afterwards on the Adminstrator's hand, with 
its long, strong-looking fingers, its motions all very 
precise and unhesitating, as it selected a newspaper 
Photograph from among the papers on the desk, and 
held it out towards me, 

I wondered how this crowd of blurred faces could 
Possibly concern me, until distinguished the banner 
with its message of welcome. “Miss Hairdressing!” 
Said the two words aloud, coming alive again, lifted out 
of my apathy, and beginning to smile to myself, staring 
at the photograph, where the girl’s face, even in this 
smudged representation, looked friendly and warm. 
felt enfolded in intimacy, encouraged, as if she had 
whispered that there was stil] hope—that I wasn’t com 
Pletely done for; that Eagles’ Nest wasn't the whole 
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world... I wanted to listen to her. oY borane 
ance, the Administrator began to speak, ical 
inward and private murmur with his sonorous rhetorica 
Tae at Eagles’ Nest have our special ge er gee 
Our duty is to set an example. The ge “a ie 
one of us must be always above reproach. : i with 
when this picture was taken you were ea a “ahiat 
Eagles’ Nest in the public iain — ee a girl 
damage you may have done by going stein hoto- 
of this type; underlining your intimacy y  P 
graphed with her coat in your arms. damn for the 

Though I personally did not Care ? to my friend 
formal reproof, the slighting reference He who’s 
impelled me to protest: “She's a eaie lia acids her 
done so well in her profession that she a ee 
mother at the hotel. I should eS pais I thought 
respectable enough—even for Eagles tion of intimacy; 
of explaining that there was no . truck up an 
that we were strangers and co Ne I had only 
acquaintance on the long journey, a tograph. But the 
accidentally been included in the Pu vos the girl was 
impulse that had moved me to speak ST eedenehs Besides; 
not strong enough to extend to my own any points were 
I didn’t know what line to take; so aed iq sheen 
involved; so many things were wnapeS it disappeared? 
the letter, for instance; why and nee t in the typists’ 
And how long had it been lying abou : 
office, delaying my coming? ‘ hand, 

ae He a attention was Te ms 
white and as steady as marble, now n as I saw this 
second picture for my inspection. As soo 
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eee vanished, I asked in excitement, 
noticing ie cies did you get hold of this?” not even 
closely at the © was any reply, as I stooped to peer 
tenes th much clearer photograph. 
I was pare 7 of the department store at which 
and dente commonplace pretentiousness masked 
adorned my Chri, €ncrustations of snow, which also 
figures I’d mad Sg angels. But were these really the 
them in their o ad Perhaps because I had never seen 
as my he Som oor position, I hardly recognized them 
like the man Be ie Particular angel was remarkably 
the stern face and heen I might almost have copied 
on the wall. It acmonitory attitude from the portrait 
pressed my tee all extremely bewildering . - - I 
remember modelli to my forehead, thinking, “I don't 
was it possible ing that face... that arm...” But 
over with such Bt ag apes one ae aa 


Abruptly, the 
and—as if to a if pa a was swept out of my sight 
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. . . I must escape before the dream turned into night- 
mare. 

But the Administrator was speaking again, in a voice 
so utterly unlike his former declamatory tones that I 
had to stand listening. 

“If only you hadn’t forced my hand by your im- 
patience! I've been searching and searching without 
finding a way out. But I’m sure, in time, I would have 
found something . . . some ambiguity . . . making it 
possible for you to stay on here. But by insisting on this 
interview you've drawn everybody's attention to the 
affair; I can’t hold things up any longer . . ” 

More than by the meaning of what he said, I was 
moved by the inappropriate sound of weariness, sadness, 
almost of defeat, that had come into his quiet voice. 
For an instant, I felt the power of the old attraction 
drawing me to him, investing our relationship with the 
old mystic significance. But a painful contrary emotion 
pulled just as strongly the other way. - - directing my 
eyes to the three objects—set up on the desk like exhibits 
in court—one of which, at least, could have been 
obtained only by underhand methods. I failed to see 
what bearing these three pages from my private life 


could have on my position here; yet they had been used 


i i was 
as evidence against me, to prove that my presence wai 


undesirable. ve 
Though I resented it, I knew there was no possibility 


of defending myself. It suddenly seemed that all this had 
happened to me already . . - some time long ago in the 
past I had been judged and sentenced . . . And now 
the disconcerting sensation of deja vue swept me into 
the vortex of time . . . years raced past me, devoid of 
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sequence . , 
- - Isolated events shot up and vanished 


again in th 

A, (Oak ae — distorted by lack of perspec 

bebe’ & be i ies has 

I betrayed him?” erie immediately by: “Or have 

merry-go-round, I elpless in the midst of this mad 

when it did, » I could only wait for it to stop: but 
» past and present collapsed upon me in a 


crushing deadwei 
beneath it, eight, and I couldn’t creep out from 


Gradually, h 
Y, however, I became aware of the need t0 


finish the h : 
tee oo business, and quickly too, before the 
worse. I noticed Nt on and made everything 
my sketch, and Se marblelike hand moving towards 
me and my toni u some reason, this seemed to liberate 
of the moment 3 € together. “No,” I said, on the spur 
“Please keep it thee that he meant to return it to m¢- 
trouble of gettin €re was no need for you to go to the 
when I wasn’t Seeing to fetch it from my roo™ 
Present of it. Do k : a only too glad to make you 4 
to Eagles’ Nest, 7 eep it as a little memento of my visit 
but it’s all haga: not much good as a painter, 1 knows 
tricks with lumi work, as far as it goes—no faking, oT 
while I was ‘oriny 6 paint.” I had hurried to the door 
out of the room se this, which I thought would get me 
OME hekwdin ia hadn't time 
id arrested by’ ae back to say goodbye, immedi- 
hh ale ean of 
facts?” Howildcted br oy me without knowing all ihe 
was the last thing Td anne; improbable appeal which 
possibly ignore, t oe and wien. I couldn't 
ced to listen to the low S4 
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voice going on: “People don’t understand Eagles’ Nest 
because, to us, everything is a symbol of something else, 
and every sign can be interpreted in various ways——" 

But here, thinking this sounded sheer pretentious 
rubbish, I hardened my heart to interrupt. “Isn't it a 


bit late in the day to explain Eagles’ Nest, after you've 


kicked me out?” Yet I still didn’t open the door, held 
back by some emotion that seemed to go down to the 
very roots of my being; hearing the pathos in the total 
absence of arrogance from that quiet voice, I had to go 
on listening to what it said. 

“I suppose you think, quite naturally, that because 
I’m master here, I can do as I like. Actually, I assure 


you, this is far from being the case. Although I have to 


settle all doubtful questions, the decisions are not my 
own. My task is to administer the existing code as it 


applies to particular situations. And, in doing this, I'm 
often forced to sanction things I don’t approve of, or 
give orders conflicting with my personal wishes. Do you 
think that’s easy or pleasant for me?” 

Although I was really touched that the speaker should 
humble himself to make this explanation, during the 
last few moments, my attention had started to wander; 
I was now mainly concerned with the danger that 
obscurely threatened, and seemed to be coming closer 
so that I didn’t answer. My need to escape 
was too urgent, too real, for me to think of anything 
else. I was no longer really listening, when he went on 
talking, but simply waiting for him to cease entangling 
me in this incomprehensible web of words. 

“Signs wrongly read, wrongly combined or chosen, 
can result only in false conclusions, and judgments that 
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and closer, 


hen rn All I ask of you is not to judge me more 
ae ' = our own code, which makes allowances for 
n ‘imitations, and doesn't expect the impossible— 
not even of its administrator.” 
‘joe ime marked a period, I was about to take 
the Be oO the fact by hastily saying goodbye, when 
ae continued to its conclusion. 
bietiveen, a Provides ways of creating a distance 
might ee administrator and such situations as he 
these fricke find intolerable. Without the help of 
wouldn’t be abt you are entitled to call them—! 
blame me for roe, “atY 0M at all. Do you honestly 
By on € oe making use of them?” 
vaguest lah rg so impatient that I had only the 
promptly, “No, Kaan ze wat asking, though I replied 
this was the a of course not,” somehow sensing that 
pulsorily nece quired answer. Yet, though it was com- 
dim and Amie = me to get out of this room, s° 
seem non-existe, ee it made the rest of the world 
sion—kept me rs Something—perhaps this very impres 
my hand, but [ a moving. I held the door knob in 
soundless bell h hs t turn it, Something like a great 
head. The etd Started an ominous tolling inside my 
into another dim Seemed to tilt . . , to slide a little way 
I was, or wh ere 7 ++ Twas no longer sure where 
That aig as looking at me. 
church: ae sculptured face surely belonged in 4 
carved crusader seemed to be looking at 


knew the danger would come from there . . . and I 
couldn't escape it. Some half-remembered revelation was 
rising there of the man I had made my hero. . and 
the other within him ... who was no man... not 
of this earth .. . 

Chaos whirled through my head, through the room. 
I felt I was falling, and instinctively put out my hand— 
it was a shock when another hand clasped it; whose, I 
had no idea. In the moment's supreme confusion, I 
really did not recognize the face before me, or know 
whether it belonged to a friend or an enemy. ; 

But surely an enemy's voice couldn’t be lg . 
kindly, “You're not well—not fit to travel—why 
you stay a few more days as my guest? antes 
tone of genial sincerity, not to be doubted, I a ie 
glow spreading through me. . - Or was it mn he 
on the wall that so warmly glowed . . ? I looke« : ‘. 
and it seemed changed; the arm, formerly me fo) 
chastize me, now lifted to give a benison or a we pee” 
I could see it, too, much more distinctly; and, as 
realized this, I saw that its outline had again arcs 
phosphorescent. In an odd flash of lucidity, it eine 
to me that the illumination of the painting sake 
controlled by a floor-switch. And now the associa si 
with fraud recalled the series of treacherous acts, Rs : 
meditated, not to be explained away, that must hav 
led to the removal of the sketch from my room. " 

The perfidious smiling face of my ee ae 
from the mists of time past. The tongueless bell dum a 
clanging, I recognized the face of all my — a 
of all the injustice which had pursued me; 


oppressors; : cd 1 
F and, in horrified repudiation, 


of all my fears... 
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Snatched my hand away, jerked it free. 

Even now, for an interminable moment, those mes- 
meric eyes held me, fixed upon me in strangely severe 
compassion, transfixing me with the fear of having made 
a fearful, irreparable mistake. I felt a demented ne 
for some violent demonstration; if I’d been able, 1 would 
have shouted Something, some question; or fallen upo 
my knees. But, before I could move or utter a sound, 
the face withdrew from me, and the eyes were quenched. 

At last I could go. At last there was nothing to HOP 
me opening the door. The room had come back into 
Ocus . . . but not the same room as it had been before: 
A superficial resemblance to the other did nothing but 
emphasize its total strangeness; it was as remote al 
maccessible as the tall phantomlike figure I dimly dis 


ts ultimate empty face. «| of 
was my final revelation, this negation or 
t real. I was left to the utter absurdity 
med a luminous mystic moment wou 


bring forth some apocalypti be my pro- 
tector and friend, Pocalyptical stranger to y 


Wherever I looked, | encountered the same blank 
Tejection 


+ a8 though, b Selene dhe" hendls “I ha 
oe a faster in ay amine wi 
dreadfil finality, the room itself was casting me into 
feed arkness. I was already demoralized; and now: 
aced with the chill indifference of everything aroun 
me, I grew Panic-stricken, 1 felt the panic of a solitary 
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benighted traveller, whose guide has ee ae 
with him the only light, as, wrenching ae 2 : = 
blindly, in mindless terror, I stumbled out of 
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TEN 


In the si : 
my einpitrntees of the apparently empty house, 
I can recall, ther subsided into a kind of daze. As far 
the dsteeauinadon was no thought in my head, except 
concluded by the not to remember the disturbing events 
heard shut behind me, ws (Me Go0r Thad 
e first. thi : 
door, wide pera Fe catch my attention was another 
before I came to ae time, into the open air. I stoppe 
starting up inside sac ne OF 2 Sensation like a mort 
Although I was me; a pulse of restrained excitement. 
the wall so eee ite near this door, my back was against 
understanding wh: couldn t see out; without in the least 
y, it seemed necessary to approach wi 


the grea 
: test cauti 
mae: stone Snatever might be on the other 


Now the vigj 
scious mind Se Suarding the frontiers of my CO? 
ful to let nothing el the memory of the cloud-fall, care- 
Scrutinized the ig else slip through with it. I cautious!Y 
not to pierce the piles careful to look furthet 

aze, beyond which phantom shapes 


lay in wait. Ty 

but I still eerie! of my excitement was revving UP? 
Another ee attempt to look out of the door- 

unable to pass ieee trying to reach me, but seemed 

my view. I seemed ¢ in the passage, which restrict 

Tound the bend, § © be waiting for someone to come 

* 80 strong was this impression, that 
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imagined I could hear footsteps approaching—light, 
almost dancing steps; the steps of a young girl. All of a 
sudden I remembered the little hairdresser’s encourag- 
ing whisper that there was still some hope for me some- 
where. At the same time, I recalled how I'd given my 
loyalty to the cloud, which must protect me in return, 
and eagerly started forward; then stopped again, afraid 
to look for the extraordinary sky-sign, in case it had 
vanished. I knew now I hadn't looked out before because 
I was afraid my precious unreality might prove unreal. 

Sometime, however, I would have to look. So I 
thought, Now. Frowning with the effort, feeling some- 
thing huge and heavy and broken roll from one side of 
it to the other, I slowly forced my head up until I could 


see the sky. 

With a tremendous sense of relief then, I saw the thing 
I was hoping for. I gazed out at a wide sweep of gravel 
in blazing sun, and, only a few yards away, the cataract 
still streaming down, rebounding, fountainlike, where it 
struck the parched ground, before gradually dissolving 
in spray in the upper air. 

Now I could relax. Fascinated, I 
look more closely at the ghostly spume. I could feel the 
sun’s heat on my back like a scorching cloth, through 
which from time to time improbable chills furtively 
passed; a subsensation of coolness so unnatural that it 
gradually restored my former insulated condition, and 
relegated reality to unimportance. ; 

Standing there, I had the feeling of putting on armour, 

like a dreamer, 


taking up secret ‘weapons, becoming, 
invulnerable for the moment—safe in my dream. Now 


I could face the world, having no part in life; the 
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wandered out, to 


rr “ 
cae oe phantoms could be forgotten. I was 
dream, ghine "ng, surrendered unconditionally to my 
obey whatever impul ent 2° MY Next move, prepared 10 
hen a car mpulse next reached me from the unseen. 
front of it Ge I deliberately stepped out in 
brakes, in’a fl "ng tt to pull up abruptly, with squealing 
scared driver ied of noise and gravel. Seeing that the 
town, I climb, as the man who had taken me to the 
nied in beside him, and ordered him to drive 


me there now, ; . 2 
Presence, ©" °FNg his protests and his shadowy 


M 
faintly brightened } 
Promise, The chauffe 


Tepeated j 
P "6 confident that the dream had to run its 


de vaguely aware of a wave of entreaty 
Wanting to get o me, of which I took no notice, only 
T leaned across she hea the dream. Growing impatient, 
and took hold of the iver, pushing him back in his seal 


en, seej: 
eceing that the pea 


UP any furth, Sant was too intimidated to put 


er resi ‘ 
Stance, I relinquished the steering t0 
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him again, not wanting to be bothered with manipula- 
ting the car. 

At the boundary of the estate, I turned to look back at 
Eagles’ Nest for the last time. With the greater part of 
the domain already obliterated by the deluge from 
above, the lower slopes had most strikingly the air of a 
mirage, unreal as an optical illusion conjured up by the 
prismatic effects of sunshine on spray. Only the massive 
rocklike building seemed made of heavier stuff, indes- 
tructible and malign, impervious to the weird torrent 
foaming around it, as if it possessed a stronger spell of 
its own. 

The car took a corner sharply, throwing me off my 
balance; when I next looked, Eagles’ Nest was no longer 
visible. The whole fantastic scene had been swept out of 
sight, like the creation of a child’s imagination or night- 
mare, suddenly wiped off a slate. I leaned back and 
looked straight ahead, with a sense of relief, as if the 
place had been wiped out of existence, and, with it, all 
that had happened while 1 had been there. 

With the past thus conveniently expunged, I was free 
to orient myself exclusively to the future. Hope bright- 
ened like a rising star towards which I was racing; while 
starlike on my mind’s screen rose the face of the hair- 
dressing girl. Suddenly I knew I was going to her, and 
this seemed right and comforting, and it made me glad. 
Now the future appeared hopeful and clear. I had only 
to meet the girl for my life to fall into a pleasant pattern; 
troubles and mystery would give way to harmonious, 
simple joy. I felt this, rather than thought it. Instead of 
in pictures, the future revealed itself through a revival 
of those youthful, optimistic feelings I had experienced 
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tae i walking beside her. Existing only in antici- 
heat and im indifferent to present discomforts; to the 
stabbi Bare, to the jolts travelling up my spine and 
Wi oe into my aching head. 

wien frente reached the outskirts of the town 
To my asto oe made me look back for the second time. 
tawny-black piece the sky behind was all overcast, 
at terrific spe ene of cloud everywhere rushing forward 
changing dhe chgulile I watched, they eclipsed the sum, 
mental Tvdseat ‘ole aspect of the world, as well as of my 
visible diigo I saw the storm clouds as the actual 
pursued; and ce of Eagles’ Nest, by which I was being 
me; the son Bae once my armour of unreality fell from 
since it bélongel io me had never really been mine, 
by foreboding, 0 the dream, vanished with it, replaced 
mere not been swept off the face of the 
consequently See very much in existence; and 5% 
Unspecified ha as the past I had been trying to lose 
in memory’s dea enings, lurking, obscure and monstrous: 
towards recogni epest recess, pressed forward implacably 

ognition. Though I fought against them with 


all my mi: h 
forth, ght, I knew that, ultimately, they must come 


The gir} 2 

eae. aT coming to meet now receded into the 
future, nothin aie forgotten; of the lately promising 
tension; an uy, es left but a sense of increasing urgency: 
as if I might be ed dread of some obstacle or failure, 
acute dismay at Ge late. I could only stare out with 
and in brillyane (ne see's U'd always seen full of life 
buildings derelj sunshine, now ominously deserted, thé 

elict-looking in lurid thunder-light, lava" 
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coloured and wan. At the sight of the hotel, standing up 
tall and livid in this hallucinatory light, the pulse of 
my excitement began to race madly. 

The pace of the car was far too slow for my impatience, 
and, while it was still travelling fast, I jumped out, and 
started running distractedly towards the building. I 
scarcely noticed the huge tepid drops that were falling 
out of the sky, sparsely, heavily, like swollen and torpid 
insects, thickening into a buzzing swarm just as I got to 
the entrance. I could hear nothing but my own thunder- 
ing heart, and then, a formidable sound of finality, 
shutters banged-to overhead. For a few seconds I stood, 
fighting for breath, in the doorway. Dim indistinct 
figures scurried past: or perhaps I only imagined them. 
As in a fever, everything I saw balanced precariously on 
the brink of disappearance. 

Having got here, I found 
place, looking suspiciously at th 
seemed to be hiding something, as i 
species of camouflage. What booby- 
ing for me in there? With an effort, 
question, and went inside. 

The interior of the hotel was as desolate as the street; 
its big unlit rooms contained only armies of empty 
chairs, standing in strangely disordered groups, sugges- 


tive of sudden flight. Glancing about, never seeing a 
soul, I advanced uncertainly through several such rooms, 
feeling I had come to a 


and paused in an inner lounge, 
dim world, all my own. I no longer remembered clearly 
id this seem important. 


what I was doing here, nor di n : 
The episode had assumed the timeless quality of a child- 


hood adventure. The twilit rooms, opening one out of 
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myself reluctant to enter the 
e pale walls, which 
if their pallor were a 
trap could be wait- 
I smothered the 


t 
ee ica 2 sequence of gloomy caves; it 
steps, bats a Surprised me if, disturbed by my foot- 
Stalactite mi ad flown out of the curtains. Under the 
furniture mn a! Steam of the chandeliers, the disorderly 
Broups might have been intricate groves of 


to F ‘ 
pola et ay furniture and shadows were indistin- 
these black pac . I had distantly observed, as I moved, 
that I was pai that seemed to move with me. Now 
nent, I was m ae still, they became much more promi- 
impression se ea more conscious of them. I had an 
in indistinct a see furtively gliding and bunching 
me. Noticin, ee) taking up their positions all round 
is was cal ie 1 was shivering, I quickly told myself 
d come with ee the fall in temperature which 
Phantoms were cl € Tain, unwilling to admit that the 
fear thrusting t osing in. But I felt the unacknowledged 
'§ towards PRaN ea as and abruptly swung 
urprisi avoid it by faci r way: 
Prisingly, the trick seemed Re erlang, PN oe bret 
rele moved back a little. The? 
d, as miraculoy: ie Was dissolving, they broke and 
BEAUTY sHop, b <> @ small star appeared, a sig™ 
» Surning Serenely in letters of cool gree? 

: at any rate I was saved. 
£ I'd entered a different room, closing 
feelings was left behind last sequence of thoughts and 
Set took its place ease and forgotten; a totally different 
tranquillity, and. here Was No more excitement; only 
the girl, or faith a childlike trust. Now that I'd found 
et, the place where I believed her to be, 
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I did not doubt that everything would presently come 
right, just as I had anticipated. I did not doubt, because 
I wasn’t thinking at all, having once more lapsed into a 
state of pure expectancy. I wasn’t even impatient. I 
could afford to wait . . . to feel tired . . . all at once I 
was almost too tired to stand; and, still without think- 
ing, subsided into the nearest chair. So thoroughly had 
I done with my recent notions, that, had I noticed I was 
in a dark corner where shadows accumulated, I probably 
would have seen nothing odd in the way they befriended 
me now, rolling themselves into a soft grey pillow for 
my aching head. ; 

I had just settled comfortably in the chair, facing the 
little sign, at which I was dreamily gazing, when, with 
an effect of startling abruptness, the door under it opened 
and the person for whom I was waiting emerged, accom- 
panied by a young well-dressed man I had never seen. 

Called back so suddenly from pleasant vacancy, my 
reactions were slow. I barely had time to recognize the 
girl before the presence of her companion disconcerted 
me utterly. For some reason it had never occurred to me 
that she might not be alone when I arrived; all my 
thoughts and sensations were thrown into wild disorder 
by this situation. I was still trying to adjust myself to it 
when lights burst out startlingly overhead. While I made 
myself inconspicuous, shrinking back in the chair, a 
waiter appeared, to whom the strange young man spoke 
curtly and with some arrogance, evidently administering 
a reproof. More and more lights kept coming on. Even 
across the large room, I could now easily see the young 
stranger's expression; the somewhat imperious frown 
with which he reprimanded the waiter; and the extra- 
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mallee’ change when he turned to the girl with a 
ting eaten tender look. The contrast was so arres- 
emotional ae struck by it, even in the midst of my own 
Shouldn’ isturbance, puzzled, until I realized that I 
bet have seen this last look, which had bee? 

Sh ee and meant for the girl alone. 
Thea, behaviour-reflex made me glance away: 
seem abl my eyes returned to her, I somehow didn't 
€ to see her distinctly, or else I could not take in 


what I saw. Hi é 
+ Her hair seemed ie tain 
around her face, to form a shining cur’ 


apart in a ha 

with her frie; 7 

pice The ae towards a door at the far end of the big 
ema . 

Huctuating Sate to get there; long enough for ™Y 

Watching them Ons to crystallize into resentment. 


appin = 
bee alone a eutied and unconcerned, as if they’ 
Serie Aehnts lane, I forgot about hiding 
artless and hee call them back—to interrupt their 
1 progress. But though I stood uP 


» NO sound came, I saw that, 


blank them out of my sight; its 
to my eae @ final full stop—among oie things 
anticlimax. n. I stood motionless, dazed by this vast 


The booby trap had ca 


hi ugh, i nce. 
S was as much as J real ight me, with a vengea 


Out of shock ized, until, comin, dually 

*PPToaching, eee of an anaesthetic, I ae waiter 

were you speaki On a sudden impulse asked: “Who 
NE 0, over by the Beauty Shop?” 
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“The manager, of course.” Sore and surly, the man 
stared at me offensively, wondering probably, if he ought 
to eject this distraught and dishevelled questioner; who 
settled the point by hurrying out of the room. 

Somehow, the waiter’s reply had made me feel that I 
should have guessed, when the manager was first men- 
tioned, that this was how the situation would end. 
Sudden shame struck through my stupefaction, agonising 
as a severe nerve pain. The grotesque conceit of imagin- 
ing I could be an object of interest to a pretty girl—I, a 
penniless middle-aged failure! I must have been quite 
demented, commandeering a car and chasing after a 
hairdresser I hardly knew, like any besotted youngster. 
I made an inarticulate sound of disgust as I strode along, 
tiredness and everything else forgotten in the instinctive 
urge to rush away, faster and faster, as though, if I went 
far and fast enough, I might outdistance my detested 
self; escape from my ludicrous unseemly lapse. — ; 

I was making instinctively for the door by which I'd 
come into the hotel. But I went wrong somewhere, and 
entered a small unlit room, a private sitting-room 
probably, with long bare windows like in-staring in- 
human eyes—coldly they bored through my flight com- 
pulsion and forced me to see them; forcing upon me at 
the same time the deteriorated badly-functioning 
mechanism of my mind and body. . 

Outside the door-long windows, the street was hidden 
by a swaying curtain of rain, sprinkled with sequins of 
reflected light from the nearby entrance. Continuous 
rain noise, like someone crying, burst into spluttering 
sobs as I opened a window and stepped out on to the 
pavement; where, immediately, the storm fell upon me, 
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beatin é 
eae ee nes head with its cold wet paws, driving 
Me ea i elter, bewildered by so much violence. 
that I could aise aes have battered into me the fact 
Y atiyed where a nothing by running away, for now 
brasure as if in ace huddled into the window em 
drops slidi ding, not attempting to dry the cold 
I sased, ee yer sy Face Tike tears. 
between me seat lpacat long that it became a wall 
also it looked to everything in the living world. And 
watched it bul; ms like the stuff of phantoms, 38 
Hie tupac ee ee some: 
ahd ae Suddenly 
difference—that ught up with me again: but with this 
away. now I had come to the end of running 
Now I m 
of comtvoniteg paapinias fearful effort of standing still, 
screen fneeveutne: situation directly, with no dream 
remember. I was t - It was no longer possible not 
trying to lose Nee to face the memories I had bee? 
I at once PS the phantoms were in the past 
My memory ee nt ee would find them- 
spective, so that I to come back with a different pet 
Not as an isolated saw the happenings at Eagles’ Nest, 
of the sentence period of disaster, but a continuation 
drawing of lot: ie on me long ago, when the chancé 
world. d cost me my rightful place in the 
“But that’ 
the esa oe I thought, unable to toleraté 
must be some si “iene universal injustice. Theré 
somewhere . ce cance; life must include a meaning 
old Hapeies - For a moment I tried to go back to my 
+++ my luck would change . . - things 
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would come right, even now . . . No; it was no good; 
I couldn't delude myself any more—didn’t even really 
want to. I’d lived too long with illusions already, like 
a child with its fairy tales. 

Heavy grey rain, steadily falling, kept its wall between 


me and everything in the world, providing an analogy 


between my actual state and my state of mind. Eagles’ 
and Eagles’ Nest had. 


Nest had been my last hope, 
expelled me; in this extremity, I'd turned to a personal 


relationship, and the girl too had cast me off. Now I 


had reached a point beyond all that was familiar; a 
point of isolation from which nobody could or would 
rescue me—where I must rely on myself alone. It was 2 
desperate situation. Yet, I hadn't lost absolutely every- 
thing; independence, self-reliance, still remained... I 
might perhaps win through even now. 
Returning to stand at the open window, I had the 
sense of deliberately turning my back on self-deception, 
and facing the phantoms at the same time. I almost 
expected some horror-shape to materialize out there in 
the rain. I almost was disappointed because there was 
only the watery wall—the implications of which, I 
began to see, I hadn’t yet fully graspe i 
didn’t know exactly what the phantoms were, 
all events found out that they didn’t exist in outer 
reality. There was no escape from them, because they 
were inside me. Monstrous as the realization was, it held 
a germ of hope; for what was a part of me I could 
surely learn, eventually, to control. 

I had been trying to keep the Administrator out of 


my mind. But the habit of thought was too strong: my 
the being who 


inner life had for too long centred about 
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see 

oie ane turned out to be my betrayer. Never 
memory seem a to forget him. Yet, here too, the angle of 
I found it zi es have shifted. In my new truthfulness, 
my authenti an looking back, to distinguish between 
Taine sed recollections, and what I had imagined. 
protector, I a to wonder whether in longing for 2 
istrator ene = not invented one—perhaps the Admin- 
for this vous, own creation, all the more formidable 
atteibutee ih m; or, at least, endowed with imaginary 

In my = man never possessed. 
gradually Preoccupation, I had scarcely noticed the 
the town rian sae sky. Now I became aware that 
though the rain pidly coming back to its normal life, 
of abating. Traffic still streaming down, with no sig? 
hurried in all dire was again on the move. Pedestrians 
bubbles floatin, ections, their glistening umbrellas like 
become. All Raahge the grey waterway the street had 
confused effect ete bubbles produced a restless, 
scurrying of dime Coe haste, like the futile 
quiet and calm b ed insects. My world seemed very 
tracted into the sa ree loa Everything had com 
skull. Nothing m: mall self-contained world inside ™Y 
being. My a rie: except the mastery of my ow? 
to share in that ai ic the past had been the attempt 
But now I'd aes €ss gregarious hurrying to and fro. 
life: and where th to the end of everything in my © id 
begin. ere was an end, something new must 
My actual situati 
without ee ne could hardly have been worse: 
with no idea aie ‘out even my few poor possessions: 
live. Yet these £. € I was going, or how I was going t 
acts didn’t seem to touch me, so absorbe 
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was I in my new sense of inner direction, as I turned 
up my collar, preparing to step out into the rain, confi- 
dent that I was on the right track at last. 

Just as I pushed the window open to its widest extent, 
a car came swishing along towards me, spraying a double 
wave in its wake from the shallow grey rain-pocked 
river that was the street; and I drew back, waiting for 
it to pass, not wanting to start out by getting soaked in 
muddy water. But, instead of passing, the car stopped, 
a few yards from me, at the hotel entrance; where a 
stream of artificial light, still outshining weak daylight 
filtered through heavy cloud, blotched the drowned 
pavement with its reflexions, like gaudy flowers flattened 
underfoot. Scattering these light-flowers in all directions, 
a girl jumped out and ran up the steps. I watched her 
well-shaped legs splash through light, light splashing 
her grey skirt to the waist, while all the upper part of 
her body remained obscure in the dimness. I couldn’t 


see her face: but a look of astonishment must have 


appeared on mine, as I heard her call out to some 
invisible person: “Has a stranger been here since the 
storm? A man without a hat——" A door slammed, 
shutting off Penny's familiar voice, as she entered the 


building. 

Although I knew I had no business to be in this room 
and ought to depart before anyone saw me, I continued 
to stand motionless, my thoughts thrown into confusion 


by her unexpected arrival. Why on earth had she turned 
up again? .. . “Like a bad penny,” I thought foolishly; 
and then realized that I must be the hatless stranger 
about whom she had asked—she’d come here looking 
for me—as last I had grasped it. But my confusion only 
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an here's still someone who cares what 
emerge a a was the first coherent thought (0 
like a sill eel sanction, from my muddled brain, 
For her oe apping unhelpfully round the problem. 
decide at pea A raised a question which I must 
Penny, I must disa didn’t want to become involved with 
she found me. pear, on the spot, instantly, before 
Af arstias eee had been a feeling of gratitude for 
interrupted m sai I began to resent the way she’ 
point of heared oughts, just when they seemed on the 
the right track . clear. At last, I’d thought, I was 07 
established on - But I couldn't have been very firmly 
enough to set it, if a detail like the girl’s arrival was 
uncertainty ia seo where I always had been, in 
I began feelin ee usion. Muddle-headed and irritable, 
she’d deliberetst mery with her, as if to humiliate me 
quacy. But ioaed engineered this proof of my inade- 
earlier ‘iiion ao vanished when, reverting to a? 
could be a proj wondered whether the secretary t0° 
neither quite cect" Of mine. This idea, which was 
paradoxical effect S:ROF altogether fanciful, had the 
did, in relation of making me see her, not as I usually 
individual in pies myer and my affairs, but as 2? 
deed thoughts were revoking nom mY 
co 
ignominously pes ie have known I'd been expelled 
herself with ee Nest, and that, by associating 
position there. a aes likely to endanger her own 
surely, given her why had she followed me? I hadn't, 
I wasn’t awar much cause to expect a welcome - - * 
€ of ever having paid any special atte 
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tion to her appearance: I was surprised by the vividness 
with which she now appeared before me—friendly, spite- 
ful, frightened, tearful, demure, smiling, mischievous— 
I saw her face in all these different moods, before it 
merged with the crowd of possibilities filling my head; 
all the ingredients of a new life, with all its intricate 
ramifications—it was there, waiting for me, if I liked 
to choose it. 

I was gazing do’ 
film of water. A queer shapeless 
stealthily over the submerged paving stones, sliding up 
to me furtively, reminding me, by its sinister look, of 
the phantoms I'd half expected to take their monstrous 
shape in the rain. I knew now that they were only the 
ghosts of my fears, of bad habits I’d acquired or devel- 
oped, and that I alone gave them the power to haunt 
me. By evoking the idea of my responsibility for them, 
the shadow seemed to be leading my mind to another 
conclusion, which concerned the possibility of a new 
life, just opening before me. ‘What sort of new life could 
there be for me? it seemed to be saying: since I was no 
less responsible for the shape of external events, which 
were without form, until I forced them into my mould. 2 
I alone had imposed upon life the pattern of injustice 
and failure which it was too late now to change. I could 
only go on with the pattern I had created, correcting 
details perhaps, but not the design itself; working out 
through it the problem of my existence. I must find out 
for what crime I had doomed my most innocent acts 
to frustration—at least I would have, ultimately, the 


satisfaction of knowing myself. : 
So there could be no new life for me. And it seemed 
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wn absently at the pavement under its 
shadow came slithering 


as if ther 
they would eae no personal relationships either; 
dwelling nostal lie or the issue. Yet I couldn't help 
inact inure ee 
thing in the care human contact more than any- 
very moment I n¢ nd now it was offered to me at the 
Teal difficulties te It more than ever; when my 
Penny offered, it i tn beginning. If I rejected what 
the value of her itt ioe be because I underestimated 
to self-mastery ioe » but because the compulsive urge 
Spite of it, I felt a Precedence over éverything. Yet, in 
girl's inconsistent ee bewildered curiosity about the 
ME good cause to dig oo rth’ Past: she had given 
she was searchi istrust her. But the knowledge that 
ing for me at this moment, and at con- 


siderable risk 
t j 
her kindly, © herself, now inclined me to think of 


The sinister shado 


distorted coun w had drifted away, only my ow? 


the wet weetient Bazed at me lugubriously from 
wind tugged at my irae up: and a passing gust of 
ting along the Hl amp hair, and then went undula- 
atmosphere like a ing of rain, which obscured the 
dim and far off. feo. made the street beyond seem 
Invisible, as thou h 4 a momentary illusion of being 
unclear glass, which et standing behind a wall of 
ae able to pevkthate lances of the passers-by would 
€ rai ‘i : 

would eee to fall, steadily, heavily, as if it 
standing A aii: brace myself to take the 

actually san 25 nearly outside as I could 
i cing into the downpour. Moré 

y aware of the ceaseless rain- 
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scious of the human sounds accumulating in the hotel 
behind me; until I fancied I heard my name, and 
turned back quickly towards the door of the room, 
uncertain, my ears still full of the drumming rain. 

I knew I ought to make haste and go—if I was going. 
But I still didn’t stir, although, now that I had my back 
to the window, I seemed surrounded by steps and voices, 
above which that other voice I'd already heard came to 
me unmistakeably. I could no longer ignore the fact of 
Penny’s nearness, and kept my eyes warily on the door, 
half hoping, against all probability, that she wouldn't 
open it, though I was in fact quite sure she was about 


to do so. 
When I saw the handle start to turn, J made a hasty 
urse I was too 


move towards a last minute escape. Of cour 
tside reasurred 


late. But the sight of the wall of water ou ( 
made very little difference 


me, giving me the idea that it 

whether I stayed with her, or set out alone on my 
journey that had neither visible starting point nor 
destination. It didn’t matter: since, however closely I 
became involved with another existence, my own world 
would always remain secret, inaccessible and miei 
nobody would even see me, except as a dim, changea e, 
wavering shadow, through its impenetrable, semi-opaque 


walls. 
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ELEVEN 
THE DREAM WITHIN 


A hard 
compact obj 
ho avi Ga : 
ght’s dark , contained as a : 
outsize nut, recone Perhaps it is some ae ait 
° ae it open; ee got to find out the best wa 
growing all the tim which is difficult, because i k ee 
though wi ime. It’s al , because it keeps 
ithou already as bi 
unbroken wait bg least sign of a oon iB as a house, 
» Dattle s ra wi + its 
the sky, and, Heed 1 with cloud, Seat ee 
their tops any lon Timuch I crane m ip it 
touch the onlin on ‘Yimidly parting neck, I can’t see 
° a sus ou 
eh Ice, in ant: shining cian tik a ae : 
cast indication dea I can't detect the 1 e onyx, like 
perfect finality it secret The A tease crack, the 
‘ i : 2 aviedneninl 
se Rea hope of e which these terrible oe see 
udicrous, absolut ee makes it seem are walls deny 
ely grotesque, to imagi papa ree 
: agine I could ever 


break 
through 
the: 
other reason for o Yet I must go on trying; there’ 
existence, ; there's no 


__ [wake up shiveri 
instincti ering. Befo: 
wore nas ant them is oe really open, I 
already slept nite sink back into sle and discomfort 
as I was in the sa ten ‘hue besides, J've 
my misfortune - bit of sleeping in th : ie as long 
much as possible seem to be tryin ‘s old days. Since 
of my life, and oF dea ees 
1C winter. 
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J could sleep the clock 


What is there to get up for? 
being up and about is 


r . 

ound for all the difference my 
ie) 

going to make, to me or to anyone else. There’s nothing 


: oe to do, nobody I have to see, in the hours ahead; 
oe this is true, not only of today, but of every day till 
he day of my death—or so it seems, at this moment of 


cold depression. 

Just as my body accommod 
the lumps and _ hollows of the 
thoughts set off of their own accord, travelling back 


a 7 . 
long well-worn channels to the period before catas- 


trophe overwhelmed me. How long ago that time secms, 
ent everything was then! 


oY how unbelievably differ 

is like thinking of some idyllic honeymoon in the dim 
past, Then I had friends, a secure (as I thought) posi- 
tion; I liked my work and did it was well paid, 
brought me in touch with inte ople, and would 
eventually lead to a pension. ndustrious and 
ambitious; nothing, it seemed, of a 
successful career. 

. When the messenger came to sum 
interview I was in my own office. 
thinking it slightly odd that he should have come there 
to look for me, as, at that hour, I would have normally 
been in another part of the building. This particular 
morning, however, having brought in a small Persian 
rug of mine (so unquestionably did the room seem to 
belong to me) which I thought would add a touch of 
distinction to the dull office atmospher' 
some time trying it in different places, 


looked best. 
Perhaps I wai 


ates itself automatically to 
ancient mattress, My 


1 it well, 
resting Pe 
I was i 
could deprive me 


mon me to the fatal 
And I remember 


s over-confident in those days. But it 
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would have bi 
know th: een sheer dish 
at I onesty to pr 
coming men, ne spoken of generally heels ote 
was a faint anno a way to the chief's room =i 1 felt 
routine: havin i. at the interruption ae vii aial 
hoped he oats ready wasted time over thi y aeuel 
be a man of ver anlar me longs as be wes rug, 
In view of ie, ew words, this seemed bis “i ”° 
elderly digni S reputation, I ikely. 
jee shite Leslee pty ine tie when the 
ik 
lowered instead ae nee not follow, kee ae 
pga with fs te me in the face ak precen 
nervousness bei Ings on his desk 5 
faintly nervous hei. highly infectious, rte eal 
serious than I'd yself. Evidently, the rast ne 
Though I tate But what seeerd ge ae 
unrest, world niet to what he said eo papel 
€conomy meas ‘ruptcy, and lout gior* 
in our own oh including a dR igtpecies i 
Into all this, But pon: I still failed to e peo 
Way, was obvious ih I was closely noe : ent 
ae he mixed up his mat swath 
ae | lepine praise for my 
He'd kept hi ep regret, which I found 
but, just as rae, hidden from me th i 
plainly, he ftiedl about to ask Ne e whole timé, 
deterioration, as j Up, revealing a See speak more 
touched by = if, since I saw hi shocking change 
ir 1 , 
a shock to bails neg senility. It os a he’d been 
impressed by his “we only a few days C an more of 
white hair seem rE of youthful rob ys earlier, I'd been 
ike a wig. Now Anpiy: making the 
2 my concern, and 
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the effort of hiding it, I lost, momentarily, the thread 
of what he was saying. What irf the world could have 
caused so abrupt and alarming an alteration? That I 
could be connected with it seemed incredible, even after 
I'd heard the words that now have engraved themselves 


on my mind. 

“And to think that the lot has to fall upon you - - - 
our very best man... the one we can least spare . - - 
if only I could order a re-casting! But I daren’t do it 
... Pve read the direction again and again, and it’s 

in every case, no matter who he is, 
the first man on whom the lot falls is to go---” 

1 didn’t really take it in, even then. Although my 
brain understood some disaster had occurred, the 
actuality of it didn’t s but eluded me, partly 


: : trike home, 
in disbelie-—How could so monstrous an injustice be 
allowed to happen?—a 


nd partly in the painful spectacle 
of the chief's collapse. 
other side of the desk seeme 


The woebegone old face on the 

d to come between me and 

my own feelings. Those once-penetrating eyes, now 
bleary and almost tearful, gazing wistfully into mine, 
seemed to be begging me wordlessly not to lose my 
temper . . . not to get excited . . . not to shout . . 
‘Tor heavens’ sake, don’t make @ scene,” they seemed 
to implore me: “it’s not MY fault...” And: “It’s no 


good asking me to help you--- I can’t do anything.” 
To tell the truth, I felt a trace of contempt, as well as 


compassion, for the man, whose virtues I had up to 
strength and integrity I 


now made my example; whose 
had always revered. The two of us suddenly seemed to 
have changed places, 80 ¢ I felt I had to protect the 


defenceless old weakling, y couldn’t stand 


most explicit ..- 


hat 
who obvious! 
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the strai i 
State of linet elie nacht o 
Ries tho, ee ue had become intolerably hannowinls 
ant, accepted my discharge without argu- 
But then 
I though 
Realizing | ught suddenly, “Wha ing?” 
: * t 
i te slip Se “ been dominated by Lo em 
Seize it again, as ae gtasp—I longed passionately to 
hands, and force ‘ _1 could grasp my fate in my two 
I this es ei into a more propitiou: 
the man at the , of violent sine, I an ae to 
: esk . , somaya suspicion stir 
adn't been too overcome to 
not looking . . . for now his 
, young fellow, who gave me 
Ough I scarcely knew him, 
mentioned as a useful member 


Secretar i 
Y came in; a husk 


nto his ha 
nds, so a 
So that it was impossible for me to catch 


his eye, a. 
: » as I was tryj 
‘tearing aE sg to do, to plead for some further 
€ secretary sione 
the door, ie hay to me peremptorily, indicating 
to hurry me heed Open, not out of politeness but 
agitated, seeing th Sh it Suddenly I beca all 
silence, at I'd waited almost oe ti “en 
I on 

Oa of being forced to leave 

in my own defence; and, 
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_ . There are several points 


you're not up to it now . 
connexion with 


I should have mentioned just now in ¢ 
what you told me... I didn’t think of them at the 
moment . . . I was too upset - - -” 

I paused here, since it had become impossible not to 
be distracted by his assistant’s behaviour; approaching 
till he was practically touching me, he now stood, 
scowling, and making menacing gestures, just behind 


me. Unwilling to say any more in his presence, I 
own and almost 


hurriedly concluded by bending d 

whispering into the old man’s ear, from which projected 
a few whitish bristles, not knowing whether he was 
listening to me or not, for he neither looked up nor 
uttered a sound. “Surely you realize what a fearful 
shock this has been . . .” J tried to make my low voice 
appealing, but the situation was impossible, I could 
only end, “You can’t expect me to have every argument 
ready on the tip of my tongue - - s" 

Out of the corner of my ¢yé I saw the secretary 
clenching his fists, as though he meant to throw me out 
bodily, and exclaimed indignantly, “Do you authorize 
this sort of behaviour?” staring at the older man. But 
he did not answer my question, still remaining silent, 
motionless, utterly unresponsive; it was as though I 


hadn't spoken—as though I didn’t exist. I can’t explain 
vastating effect upon me; 


why his attitude had such a de 1 
but there seemed no way of tackling it; I felt it almost 
obliterated me. Defeated and rendered helpless, I sur- 
rendered unconditionally to this technique of oblivious- 
ness; and, rather than come to blows, permitted the 
secretary to hustle me roughly into the corridor. 

I didn’t go back to my Ow? office, however, but, as 
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soon as he’d 
door of the ti S = d the chauffeur, returned to thé 
in boldly, I stood ed just left. But, instead of goins 
of impotence th, outside, overcome again by that sensé 
if I'd ceased pee had induced by treating me 3 
+ + + Non-existent, aad ++. as if I'd become a nothing 
against my outrage therefore incapable of protesting 
kept me from o; geous dismissal. This was what really 
Preferred to think To the door; though, at the time, 
him, envisaging the ine deterred by consideration for 
Poor old face as Ook of dismay I would see on the 
the bent Wilelae as I entered. And when, presently, 
on two supa balted gure emerged, leaning heavil 
Past me, where [ and with slow draggin pee moving 
glad I had not Stood unseen in the radowe I was 
creature Bone back to torment this pitiable 
The strange thi 
i ng was, that though I never spoke 


with hi 
m again, 
: or . 
catch sight of hie was even in the same room, I 


buildin, * 
8 with t 
me before sa > ame 


sure now, huddl 
i induced mug 
4ps, that I could fi 


sive acceptance of the 
ived me of the benefits 
future, as well as 
who hasn't 


1f can scarcely hope to 
and stunned by the 


innocent of any 
wrong-doing, and had en industrious and 
conscientious, I couldn’t believe 
victimized in this way; 
start life again from the very b 
the stamina, flexibility and ©} 
possessed in my first youth. ss 
Instead of facing up to reality, I went on thinking, 
in a muddled, half-conscious fashion, that something 
must happen to save me; the whole thing would turn 
out to be a mistake; or perhaps one of those obscure 
tests devised by the psychological department to probe 
only until the last moment, but 

in expectation of some unspecified 
miracle, as if providence must intervene on my behalf. 
Only lately has the full realization of my position come 
home to me in all its horror and hopelessness. . 
For a time, I was shielded from it by a certain Admin- 
istrator, living in the same town, and known to me in 


and without 
ther advantages I'd 


my reactions. Not 
beyond it, I lived 
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. ction 
my official capacity, who took me under his se ae 
in the kindest way, employing me to make a case 0 
of the books in his large library. As long as I nape tne 
the patronage of this wealthy, influential ana ae 
his luxurious home and treated by him more as be ays 
and equal than an employé, I couldn't dag Amn 
‘rue picture of what had happened to me: of the 
summer passed without my being really aware caer 
transition from my former safe substantial pais a io 
to poverty and a Precarious dependence. Absor agit 
new interests and Surroundings, I hardly gave a tho 
to my lost career for days at a time. sed to 

I wished Occasionally that the place I was suppo rated 
occupy in the Administrator's household could ahs ak 
precisely, But, to raise the point, seemed to imp: .. my 
of trust; I persuaded myself that my desire to hav ati 
as a mere relic of peer 
mplete confidence in my anges 
ble shock when he remarke aid 
of September, that he hope ae 
or another job, as he would “ahi 
nd going to his estate in the iting 
't_ bear to recall that appa nie 
my head on the pillow, OY tie 
y» my eyes come in line yas ae 
which appears a savage ge 
with rime, against a leaden sky, ‘he 
€ particles float down slowly to or 
No wonder this rich Administra - 
to leave the town, where the nga 
ly severe that everyone who ths 
do so goes south for several mon 
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patron. It was a terri 


moment; twisting 
scape the memor 
window, outside 
chimney-pots iced 
which a few whit 
white-edged roofs. 
Was one of the first 
are so €xceptional 
Possibly afford to 


every ye Of course, I see now how e must have taken 
Ss 
C 2 
year. I hi h h 


that it never 
ert apnea cite - agree But then, 
scene ie to mention it to me ed to the con- 
tee a rr ak an astonished; : ‘oe He must have 
dt re wanted to get rid ht: something that 
Teare eons: al ious gossip, I thoug dian I made out 
heard some saa eis lene Binvoslelt 
i us) 
es ec ‘of my discharge. that, a6 $00 38 SF 
saree i s, I must admit hings right: I wa 
Sha ce he tried to put t in the spring, if 
mete nd finish the catalogue t post; and, in 
to come back an em te 4 permanent Pes ee 
I wasn’t cong tae twas anything He 
the meantime, 


, inued 
* know. . his continu 
t him kn of h 
to be sure ee 7 and the promise 
ie fri ness, 
This friendli 


ut the shock 
e to a certain ie ee trust, 
interest, reassured m of my former "circumstances had 
had shaken me sa me how far a a gueidenls opened 
and belatedly ree of insecurity ha to be bridged by a 
deteriorated. cure deep and wide f help. Now there 
all round me, far da vague offer o n us. How could 
few kind sentences qeaseicaXiel — precariousness 
seemed a lack of nee become based . ossible with a 
I—whose existence ha any real contac ‘ante moment 
—ever have noel known a single } 
man who had nev 


ife? is offer t 
in his whole a suspect that ae went on, to se 
. , y 1 avi 
I didn’t exact oe reluctance, <* d forgotten to le ‘ 
Sil ale  apticalalll as he inly a mere Pee 
it to the test. ers this was certal ould get it from ae 
° . : 
his address; thoug ortance, since I “ne town. But, inste 
: ae 
of no practical vacquuaintances in 
; us a 
of his numero’ 


as he saw 


was insincere. 
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of puttin : 
ig m0) s 

as soon as difkchline a ee pate, and asking for help 
i Piling up, I hun 

” g on and on, 


landlad 
'Y, who i 
S My pet aversion, and always hanging 


about the | 
: andin, 
= fe the i . Passages, spying on all that goes 
perpetually #1 ee she’s become identified 
ighti A ‘orce, agai ‘ 7 

for me to leave, sie Phiees. | battle. I fee = which Im 

Prosperous, and th, t she can let m, she’s longing 

delighted thet hetetore more nae Aaoneces more 

hate to give her e to hear that I’m le, tenant. How 

know soon—in han Satisfaction, Tir ben ! chow ie 
» T ought to tell her this pong 6 
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But not till I've been out for a cup of coffee; stone cold, 


on an empty stomach, it can’t be done. 
the stairs without meeting any- 


I arrive at the foot of 

one; but then, just as I’m starting to breathe more 
easily, believing I'm safe, the wretched woman appears 
right in front of me, and stands motionless, her feet wide 
apart, her hands planted on her hips, watching me 
narrowly in silent antagonism, not even answering my 
good morning, keeping her lips tightly closed in a thin 

J, and encased in 


downward line. Radiating disapprova 
numerous dingy garments of nondescript tint, her squat 
and it takes up so much room 


form looks almost square; 
that I have to push my way past her to the front door, 
a wave of nausea rising in me, as I breathe the stale 
smell emanating from her untidy birds’ nest of greasy 
hair—does she ever wash it, I wonder? 

Afraid she may catch hold of my coat and jerk me 
back, I tug the door open, and thankfully plunge out 
into the street. There I meet another relentless oppo- 
nent, though a bodiless one, in the bitter weather, 
subjecting me to a continuous silent and ruthless war, 
that stealthily undermines both my health and my 


morale, and adds to my difficulties. The freezing air 
into my lungs, filling 


burns its way through my sinuses 
my eyes with water, sO that I can hardly see the way to 
the cheap café on the corner, into which I dive blindly, 
and subside, breathless, in the nearest chair. Sitting 1n 
the steamy atmosphere, I sink into a sort of torpor, 
occasionally lifting a thick white chipped cup, with no 
idea what I’m supposed to be drinking, 

Presently I rouse myself from this apathy sufficiently 
to clear the window of foggy moisture, and peer out at 
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the uni i d 
NiMNspiri 
ng stree 
Ut scene, where a few mufll P | 
ule edes- 


tvians hurr 
Y Past lik 
rhc ae . se of animated clothing. All of 
1S. omething: : 

Y at the hing that Kas 
just passed by eae pane— the — me scrub 
counter, who Sa © the amazement of ministrator has 
sending my vide. at me open-moutt the girl at the 
that he should a clattering back, penne I jump up, 
ifthe at just now! At ihe stroke of duck 
Osei 3 force siraolized winter’s paralysis — ane 
as ish Power over by the landlady. h , bee frus: 
towing down me since my b » Mave lost their 
= ree on the eet on pare 
Y possibili igure, . > rush out in 
ibility of mistak which I’ve recognized beyond 
anes Pa, despite the Sisenisi y ‘ 
li n magni- 
at cae pags overcoat. I aaa Be 
Ope are a n all I feel of the cold now; 
me. The ea before me, a warm 
collar, I'm ; to distinguist m following isn’t too far 

j Just about ¢ h the curls of hi k 

: overtake him, my seh a 
» When he sj 4 mouth already 
P beside ee to the driver of a big 
» Steps in, and is rapidly 


what |’ ‘Sm 
m doi € start walkj 
ng. In a stu alking, without realizing 
Pefaction of disappoi I 

pointment, 
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keep on, ee = 1 é ie a 
ee as ae 
and the stranger’s angry aren hi i he Pe 
to stigadlt, Losing sonnel, 7 Delain 
Perna des tne g nd, I’m astounded to see that I’ve 
ie cee . where the Administrator lives. My 
meen aaa aa my head, have conducted me to the 
Ei piel the house in which I used to work; which 
aenia, i oe ie a. good omen that, my spirits rising 
oe Hae - i suddenly hopeful and almost gay. I can 
alien 3 was really a lucky thing I failed to accost my 
— _Just now: nobody wants to stand about out of 

in such weather; far better that we should talk 


comfortably inside. 

. Surveying the impressive facade wi 
ee windows, I remember the happier days when, as 
HAG accepted friend of the owner, I was quite at home 
in the luxurious rooms beyond. Shall I be equally wel- 
come, I wonder, now? Of course I will—why not? Most 
likely I'll be invited to lunch; this makes me realize 
how hungry I am—that J’ve eaten nothing so far. What 
a pleasure it will be to eat delicious food, perfectly 
cooked and served, in a warm comfortable room! 


Eagerly, I step forward and ring the bell. 
feel very confident. As I 


But it seems I don’t really 
wait there at the door, I can't help noticing how fast 
J feel, than agreeable 


th its rows of shin- 


my heart beats, more with anxiety, 
anticipation. Though I tell myself that, at the very 
least, I'm bound to be offered a drink, this doesn’t 
reassure me. Why don't they answer the bell? Nervous- 
ness making me impatient, I ring again: and hardly 
than a young man in 
rised, 


have I withdrawn my finger, 
chauffeur’s uniform opens the door, 
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and, in a surp 


, F for 
disapproving tone, says that his master is only here 
the day, on a priv. 


But now I’m on the alert, and determined not to . 

ward and grasp his arm, eee 
explaining the urgency of my business, while I Pi 
me small coins (actually closing ee 
fingers round them so that he can’t refuse), and so fo’ 
my way in. 

The young fellow goes off reluctantly with my sai 
for an interview, leaving me to wait in an Se Hone 
cold as a church, My steps ring out on the marble ant 
as I pace to and fro to keep up my circulation—as o- 
a8 my courage—between the white-shrouded hoe ak 
Shosts, under the explosions of frozen diamond-glass to 
hang down from the ceiling. The messenger aot 
be away a very long time; what can he be doing: ing. 
ing myself at the door, I stand motionless, listen aR 
And the sudden cessation of my loud steps brings do 
the silence, which, a black pant 
has been waiting for this m 
Ponderously, alighting on vel 


of 
im each crevice and corner; subsiding into each pon 
White drapery; filling all the interstices of the icy spark 
ling Cascades Overhead—th, 


crammed full of its black bo 
else whatsoever, 


I press my €ar to the ke 
Sound. Sudden] ey 
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justl 
n I'm unjustly 
issing the young man | aston- 
in : nt 
wide... pee ene back with an indigna 
accusing... W 


t he’s come to 
] k, nd then says ver curtl tha 
ished look, a Y y 


: , follow him 

fetch me to pad ar an utter nai ee knocking 

Abashed, an lumsy today, a ight in a 

I so clumsy i night 

meekly. hee angone else would ane Se chauffeur; 

ala king some joking remar uld possibly say. 

moment by wer rf ma a single thing I co n seems to 
but I can’t thin 


i 
at my bra . 
because I'm so much alone th e forgetting how 
Is it becau 


rll b ill 
be becoming stiff and rusty? Soon Silent, and stl 


his rate... Adminis- 

to speak eigen fits room, en ah papers, 
ee ee | te ble map in his hand. 
trator is sitting nt as large as a ae friend is enough 
holding a docume rotector and only | n_ immediately; 

The sight of my aes and depressio! eet him. His 
eee eS iteey BOE formal. I get the 
eager and smiling, is unexpectedly ‘aupley of enthu- 
response, a surprised by my "t seem to see my 
impression hase pily to me De Ce nd the: PAPEC "4 
siasm. Bowing slig t retires again be absorbed in his 
extended hand, on at once become r 
is still holding, 


+ in fact, 
ible blow; in 
: is is a terrible ve on 
reading. say, this is a ‘ nclined to lea’ ‘ 
For me, , een tat Tikeet eee situation 
such is my cee thought of my telling myself it 
the spot. Only 


tly. .- ery: | 
to act more oS ach a chance 
forces me d to throw aw if a inis- 
would be ma t another like 1 es on the Admi 
certainly won't ge I fix my ¢y' d produces 


. i ight an 
straction, intry ligh 
By way A . it catches the wintry 
’s hand, 
trator s 173 


a kind of 
shuttlir 
and to and from ne eflect, moving among the papers. 
are sandwiches, go] tray set down amidst them pees 
; » Glasses, and a decanter of a Id 
F pale golden 
I I § 
i“ ae sey So wretched and uncom- 
Teen between me and ey e be weaving a transparent 
Toom may have so _everything else. The heat of the 
accustomed to ihe ea to do with it, too; I've got so 
i Sage i 
old pe in this pleasano wason ili I 
rn 7 . : 
ittle derealized. Nothing in 


: KS quite oer, fi 
seems ‘ | solid; : 
quite like real life nothing that happens here 


Dissociat i 
walls, 1 a from all that gi 


Mt you want 


as from far « oes on between these four 

ae to see me Pees a voice asking, “What is 

do ough it’s no busines, ar = i Pra 
esn't ans 8 of mi : 

; wer, an Ine, why this Mr.—— 
third Person , , . where he can kent don’t see any 
foe inner weiee cin you he’s talking to, you fool!” a 

taken it i S$ to warn ; ao 

: in, than warn me, But no so nave 
again; it’s BG m os reality of the situatio sud ee 
; ; n eludes m 
mouthi ore than is d 
“y ni of shadow players, distant gesticulating and 
n't affor . 
It isn’t the ieee any more time 
Y IMpatient voice that _— penetrates 
Ss new 
to ring f ell; I idee ice ae 
3 
pr or the chauffeur to enly know that it means 
: atters come and ej 
nae ect me. The 
Biants . | | flicker cont’ shadows leap up poe towering 
Cc 
Oncrete, The room is per and become real and 
olid again. Horrificd, I sce that 


I'm th i 
“fom away my last chance 
_ Forg me..,y' 
think... 7 must on dreadfully SOEry ago 
ave been dreaming of ail 
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myself stammer, with no very clear idea what I’m trying 


to say. “I’ve been wanting to sce you... to get in 


touch .. . but I didn't know your address . . . seeing 


you in the street... 
“Yes, yes. But, for heavens’ sake, 
For some reason, this interruption affects me as if 
someone had opened a window in a hot room where I'd 
been dozing. All of a sudden, I'm wide awake and can 


speak without hesitation. 

“T’'ve had no luck at all since yo 
thing, but I’m still out of a job. Now I’ve come 
end—I can't hold out any longer. I’m desperate; 
wise I wouldn't have come to you.” 

“But why have you come to me? How am I supposed 
to be concerned in all this,” 

“How .. ? But you told me to - 
help me...” I can only stare at 


growing reproach—surely he can’t have 
“You said I could finish the catalogue 1 
start work now, 


I'm only asking you to let me 
of waiting till then . - ” Jt strikes me as such a modest, 
_ , So why should I get more and 


reasonable request - I 
more agitated as I go on? let me in. 
I shan’t give anyone any trou 
anything of that kind—I’m quite used to the 
can work in my overcoat - - ‘i 

“Catalogue . . ? Fire. - ? Overcoat . - 
this? You haven’t escaped from a lunatic asylum, by any 
chance?” For a moment I seem to have cracked the shell 
of the Administrator's imperturbableness; but, as I Jean 
on the table, desperately searching his face for some sign 


of sympathy or understanding, and finding none, the 
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come to the point.’ 


u left. I've tried every- 
to the 


other- 


. . you offered to 
him blankly, with 
forgotten . : ? 
n the spring; 
instead 


“The caretaker can 
ble. I don’t need a fire or 
cold—I 


> What is all 


crack is mended a 
as ever, he 

, 01 
coloured wine . 
dryly: “You'd be 
think I am.” 

Feelin i 

8 absolutely di 
too disturbed y disraught now, I Ik 
must eiheinber b so wees why I ae aon o aaeas 
making a ]i ow I came her ee 
mating Tif he watt Sa ue 
regretfully at a t of that vanished tim ie eae 
word the shelyes ieee e, I gaze across 

Is: » until I’m recalled by the 


“I's quit 
€ true 
a year...” » 4 man of that name did work here 
, after all 
1 2 & j , 
a a great hein Ce coming right! My heart 
ce to him with a ee scarcely contain viol turn- 
©. whi oe lBhted smil ian : 
stich i intamly wiped avy wien hear’ 
g , en ear: 


“The roubl € man 
tro 
e€ 1s, you aren’t th - 


ot the man ” 
"+? Can that possibly be what I 


5 eee dumbfounded, 1 
raw back from the table, 


ain. * 

: Neamt ee and inscrutable 

f ahien a small glass of the straw- 

Kear aah € takes a sip, before saying 
me who you are, and who you 


mer a The absurd thing 
oik w a ing exactly like this 
poned a balloon I’d been 
voice in my face. Meanwhile, 

continues, “Is he a friend 


ted 

. a when daylight has 

die 7 + .. the world is only 
all... a bubble... im- 
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prisoned in flashing facets of crystal .. . But, yes, it 
appears that an answer is required of me: so, with an 
enormous effort, I manage to anchor myself to the 


spoken word. 
“You must be joking ... of course you recognize 


me.. 


Feebly, I feel my mouth twitch into a ghostly smile. 


But the face across the table remains unsmiling, un- 


shakeably calm, neither hostile nor friendly; regarding 
1 attention—somehow, it 


me with disinterested neutra 
has placed on me the onus of proving my identity. 

How on earth can I prove who I am? There's my 
but I don’t carry it about with me. 


My hands start moving from pocket to pocket, in search 
of a card, an envelope—anything with my name on it, 
though I'm well aware they won't find it, Suddenly 
giving up the pretence, L exclaim, “But this is fantastic! 
You must remember me - - + I can’t have changed .. - 
I may be a bit thinner, and my clothes have got shabby, 
I know. But that's all—there can’t be much difference.” 

If only he'd take his eyes off me. . - it’s demoraliz- 
ing, the way he keeps watching me the whole time with 
that unchanging face - - - watching each futile move 


like a cat watching a mouse - - - ; ; 

“Look here! I’m wearing the samé suit you've seen 
me in hundreds of times ” 1 can feel myself rapidly 
going to pieces, and, in despair, I throw open my over 
coat, displaying the worn garments beneath. This per- 
formance, too, is watched with the same dispassionate 
cool attention—suddenly it makes me ashamed of myself. 
At the same time, feeling panic approaching, I stare 
wildly about the room, in search of help. 


passport, of course; 
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The Admini 
Ministrator si m 
ink wi sir 5 as 
sink with the wine: ps from his glass, and my hopes 
; 


when the glass is Sa will be no more hope for me 
an intolerable deaise at — conviction fills me with 
invades my being. And urgency; a terrible pressure 
Pity on me; in respor now the room all at once takes 

Ponse to my frantic glances, inspiration 


comes to m 
e from the 

i shelves . 

with such affectionate care s of books I once handled 


“The books!” 


Tal 
the unruffled cal Most shout the words, challenging 


to believe me if T on the watching face. “You'll have 
Thadn’t worked | > you how they're arranged . . « If 
- the authors sik couldn't possibly know the titles 
Closing my eyes : +. their order on the shelves... -” 
terrifying equani © exclude that unbreakable mask of 
door; classics a I reel off: “The A’s begin at the 
nical subjects nt © top; philosophy, science and tech- 
drama on the fe Biography on the right. Verse and 
Antigone...” To a On the top shelf there’s the 
come back to me ou y amazement, all this has suddenly 
now, with the pees the blue, as if by a miracle; and 
ras i , 
ee source dierun of the miraculous, the 
Ongratulations ne 
In place of my j Quite a remarkable achievement.” 
ae I hear the Ad 
&S actually smilin 


e 
gTasp the arrangement.” 


listen, knowi 
: ing I won’t h : 
final appeal has failed. ear anything 


Now I hardly 
to help me. My 
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“Would you care for a glass of wine after your effort? 
No .. ? Then I shall drink your health.” 

Though I can’t bear to look straight at what happens 
now, out of the corner of my eye, I see the glass lifted 
towards me by the large white marble-like hand, the 
owner of which says, “Here's to better days,” before 
raising it to his lips. . : and then putting it down 


again, empty. 
A shudder goes through me... it’s all over.-- 
now I must go, and the sooner the better, back to where 


I belong . . . I've no right to be here. I have no place 
in this room .. . in this house . + - in this world, for 
that matter . . . Nothing binds me to my surroundings 
... but the sensitive tendrils of perception, which I 
have to detach painfully from the graciousness of the 


warm room... to which they obstinately | persist in 
shrinking from the cold sordid ugliness 


clinging . . . 
outside. 
I step into the street, and the cold welcomes me back 
ts icy breast till the 


pressing me to i 
head, my whole fac 
mb. All this is so 
discomfort, automatica 
pockets. 


e starts to ache, 
familiar that 
lly push- 


to my proper place, 
teeth rattle inside my 
toes and fingers turn nu 


I'm scarcely aware of the 
ing my freezing hands deep into my : 
The realization that these pockets no longer contain 


the price of even the cheapest meal leads to the thought, 
“Tt was a mistake, tipping that chauffeur”; as, yawning 
with a mixture of hunger, boredom and cold, I start 
plodding through the dreary icebound streets, back to 
the house where the landlady will be waiting. 
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